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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Hello, my lovelies... 


Here we are again. 


This part follows directly from the end of Needed, so for those that lamented the ending of that one. got you 


covered, 
Its an action-packed start, I'll tell you that much. 
Enjoy O5 


J 


Chapter | 


Jon POV 
Jon let his posture soften when he heard the soft click of their bedroom door as his wife left. 


"'-I cant do this. I-I cant deal with this right now." Dot had pushed from her chair and stumbled to the door. 'I 
need to think." 


He let his head drop back on his shoulders with a ragged sigh and stared at the ceiling, as he wondered if he 
could have handled the conversation any better. With a groan and a quiet curse, he rose from his knees. He 


reached for his pants and searched for his phone as he walked into the ensuite, closing the door behind him. 


He dialled Richie's number as he stood over the toilet bowl and emptied his bladder. He wanted a hot shower 


but he needed to talk to Richie first. He needed to debrief to see if he'd done anything wrong 
"Jonny?!" Richie answered after a few rings. "Thought there was no booty call, babe," he chuckled 
"It would be infinitely more pleasant than what just went down" Jon said, leaning against the varity. 
"Did you talk to Dot?" Richie asked. "What happened? Are you both okay?" 


"Okay is a little subjective at this point," he sighed. "She'd listened to at least one of David's messages..one 
where he mentioned Ashleigh." 


"Fuck!" Richie swore. "What did you do?" 

"I told her. About everything. You, Ashleigh, the lifestyle.me being your sub." 

"Oh, shit," Richie breathed. "And how'd she take it?" 

Jon let a bubble of hysterical laughter out. "Well.she's sleeping in one of the guest rooms, | think," he said. "l 
showed her my body..your marks." He started to take off the cuffs in preparation for showering. He fumbled 
with the one from his right wrist, juggling it awkwardly before it fell haphazardly to the floor and bounced out 
of sight. 

"Damn it," he cursed, bending down to retrieve it from where it fell beneath the vanity. 

"What's wrong?" Richie's voice came through the device in his hand. 

| dropped a cuff. Hold on," Jon said, placing the phone on the floor as he reached beneath the cabinet. He 


turned his head as he felt around, trying to locate the leather when his gaze landed on a familiar package just 
as his fingers closed around the buckle of the cuff. 


The phone lay forgotten on the floor, as Jon sat heavily on the marble floor, cuff in one hand and the package 
from the trash in the other. He didn't even know that he'd picked it up. "Oh..fuck," he exclaimed. 


"Jonny?!" Richie's voice squawked from the phone as Jon scrabbled down to the bottom of the trash and found 
the test. "Jonny! Is something wrong? Answer me, babe." 


His world expanded then suddenly dropped into pinpoint focus on the test. 

Two lines. Positive. 

‘Oh, God." Jon groaned. Everything else was forgotten as the implication of those two lines hit home. Had he 
just fucked up his marriage by admitting his unfaithfulness, his love for his best friend and his acceptance into 
a different world to the one they'd made for themselves? 


"Jonny! You're scaring me. What the fuck is wrong?" 


Jon started to hyperventilate as his mind whirled and his eyes filled with tears. A new baby. He didn't know 
whether to be overjoyed or terrified. 


"Beastie! Pick up the goddamn motherfucking phone, right now!" his Master shouted through the phone and Jon 
felt a calmness settle over him at hearing his pet name. 


Jon scrubbed the tears from his eyes and picked up the phone from the floor. "Mookie..." 


"Hey, baby. Whats wrong? Do you need help?" Richie asked, his tone softened instantly but was still panicked. 


I'm grabbing my keys. | can be there in ten minutes." 
"No!" Jon said. "I'm.she's.it's okay. You don't have to come over." 
"Is it Dot? Is she okay? The kids?" 


She's..she's..oh, fuck!" Jon breathed out a shaky sigh. "She's pregnant. | just found a test in our bathroom 
trash." 


we 
Richie POV 
Richie had been left reeling by the news Jon had imparted that night. Probably not as much as Jon had been, 


but it was still unexpected. He had been left holding his phone when Jon said he was going to try and speak 
with her and hung up. 


That had been a full day since then and he was still waiting patiently for Jon to contact him. He jumped at 
every call or notification that came through, wondering if it signified the death knell to the embryo of the new 
stage of their relationship. The irony of that thought was not lost on him, either. 


Ashleigh had called briefly, only to say that she was swamped with a new case and that she'd call the next 
evening. She had noticed that Richie was distracted but he shrugged it off with mumbled apologies about 
working himself. He hated lying to the woman but until he'd spoken to Jon, it wasn't his place to say anything. 


Then there was David. He was persistent in his phone calls and Richie was forced to block his number 


temporarily until this situation with Jon had been rectified. 


It was almost | am when he finally crawled into bed, giving up on hearing from Jon until morning. He'd just 
turned off the light and was wrestling with his pillows when the phone rang. He sat up and saw Jon's name. He 


couldn't answer the call quickly enough. 
"Jonny?! Is everything okay?" 
"Hey, Mookie," Jon said. "Sorry, its late. Were you sleeping?" 


Richie could hear the weariness in his lover's voice. Moving the pillows behind his back, Richie sat against the 


headboard. 


"When have you known me to sleep before 2 in the morning?" he chuckled. "I was worried. Are you okay? Dot? 


What happened?" 


Jon sighed. "Well, she hasn't kicked me out yet but she's moved into a spare room for the moment," he said. 
"Seems she can't stand the sight of me, especially without clothes. We've still got a lot to talk about, | guess." 


"So..the baby?" Richie asked. 


"It was as much of a surprise to her as it was to me," Jon replied. "It explains why she'd been feeling off 
before the vacation, though. She didn't get morning sickness with Stephie or Jesse until a few weeks in, so this 


one is on track" 


"Thought you said you weren't that close anymore..you know, sexually?" 


"We hadn't been! The odd comfort-fuck here and there," Jon shrugged. Richie heard the click and hiss of Jon's 
lighter before the exhale of breath then a clink of ice against glass. "This is all so fucked up. Lema's constant 


messages are doing my head in as well." 


"Block his number until it's all sorted, babe," Richie suggested. "Give yourself a bit of time. That's what I've 


done." 


"Hmm, good thinking," he replied. "Rich?" 
"Yeah?" 
"Do you hate me?!" 


"Why would | hate you, babe?" he replied gently. "It's no one's fault. That baby has chosen the best parents 
and siblings to be born to." 


"But.what about, you know..us?" 

Richie smiled sadly to himself. It didn't change his feelings toward Jon, just the possible access to him in the 
future. He was sure they'd be able to figure something out. "Are you wearing my bonds, Beastie?" He was 
careful to make sure that his tone was deeply authoritative. 

He was rewarded with a hitch of Jon's breath before he heard, "Yes, Master." 

"Then you have nothing to worry about, my love," he replied. 

"Thank you, Master," Jon's soft reply was barely heard. 

"Go get some sleep, Beastie," Richie said. "We'll talk more later today. Remember that | love you, Beastie." 
"Yes, Master. | love you, too. Goodnight, Mookie." 

"Goodnight, Jonny." Richie placed the phone back on the nightstand and settled down into the bed. He bent an 
arm behind his head and stared into the blackness until his phone beeped with a message. Reaching for the 
phone again, thinking it might have been Jon, Richie was surprised to see that it was from Tico. 

RU awake and alone? 

Richie chuckled at the drummer's message. Tico knew him too well, it seemed. He tapped out a reply in the 
affirmative only to have the phone come to life in his hand moments after he sent it, startling the shit out of 
him. It was Tico. He hit the button to answer. 


"Tel Why so-." 


"What the actual fuck are you two doing?" Tico barked in Richie's ear, cutting him off mid-sentence. "Didn't | 
tell you both to stop fucking around and talk to Lema?! He's fucking ringing me again" 


"We were going to talk to him but," Richie hesitated for a minute, "shit hit the fan and he's the least of the 


problems at the moment." 


"Yeah, well, he's making a big problem for me too now," Tico grumbled. "Look, | get it, okay?! You and Jonny 
have always been close. We know what went on between the two of you. You think you were so good at hiding 
it from us?! Think again, Rich." 


"You..knew?!" 


"What?! You think we're blind?!" Tico asked. "Of course, we fucking knew, dumbass! You'd both disappear for 
minutes, or hours, then come back with the goofiest looks on your faces. Not to mention the hickies you 


thought you were hiding underneath all that hair." 

"David doesn't want our action though," Richie pointed out. "God, | hope not" 

"No, he doesn't, thank god," Tico sighed. "He just wants answers. You know what he's like. He's a big, inquisitive 
kid who has literally just discovered sex for the first time and had the door slammed in his face and now he's 
peeking under the door, tryna see what's going on" 

"Perfect analogy, T," Richie acknowledged. 


"That's what I'm here for," he snorted. "Look.Rich, | know you got Jonny subbing for you now and-." 


"Wait! How?!" Richie exclaimed. He wracked his brain to try and find where he'd fucked up in regards to his 


secu rity. 


"You got your contacts, my friend," Tico chuckled, "I got mine. Don't worry, Rich, your secret will be safe. | can 
assure you of that. My point is.just put David out of his misery and call the fucker.. before he digs in the 


wrong area and buries us all when the walls collapse." 


"Unfortunately, | think that's already started," Richie sighed, thinking of what Jon had told him. "Dot came home 


early and heard one of his messages." 


"Well.fuck!" Tico grumbled. "Fix it, Rich. Better yet! | was going down to Florida to visit the family before we 
head back out. | got the house here to myself. Band meeting here tomorrow. I'll be in touch.’ 


Richie was left with the beeping phone in his hand. He placed it back on the nightstand and settled down into 
bed with a heavy sigh. His head was whirring with thoughts. He dropped into a fitful sleep eventually just as 


dawn started to crest over the horizon. 
we 
Band Meeting 


Tico POV 


Tico paced the floor, puffing on his cigar as he waited for his friends to arrive. These couple of weeks were 
supposed to be a vacation from them all but he'd spoken with David more this weekend than he'd done when 
they used to share hotel rooms. 


After Jon's dinner on Saturday night, where Richie's date had executed a spectacular display in front of his 
friends, Tico had contacted a friend who also practised BDSM and asked him about The Red Room. 


It turned out that the club was as exclusive as you could get and membership was at a premium, both in cost 
and availability. Without mentioning names, Tico managed to find out that anyone educated as a Master within 
the walls of that club would have had the highest level of training and be required to uphold those same high 
standards at all times. It calmed Tico, knowing that Richie would have Ashleigh and Jon's safety in mind at all 


times. 


David was the biggest time bomb. Tico wasn't sure why their keyboardist needed to know all the details. Well, 
he did.coz David was just a nosy fuck! But he was curious as to why Lema was putting so much effort into 


tracking the others down and extracting information. 


The buzzer for the gate sounded and Tico went to the small intercom. David's distorted face appeared on- 
screen and Tico hit the button to open the gate. Of course, David was going to be the first to arrive, just like 
he was the first to answer the group text he sent out. 


When he came up with the plan whilst talking to Richie, Tico didn't know how this was all going to go down but 
he'd had enough of being made the middle man. It was time to put his seniority in age to work for him. He had 


sent out a very terse, no arguments accepted, invitation to his place via text to everyone. 


Tico opened the door just as David was about to press the button "You're early!" he grumbled because it was 
expected of him. He couldn't wait for all of this to be over so that he could have some serenity again..the 


irony wasn't lost on him that he was a drummer who craved peace and quiet. 


"You want me to wait in the car!?" David said as he pushed past the older man. "Well, fuck that! I'm so fucking 
tired of waiting these days!" 


"Come on in," Tico muttered sarcastically, closing the door and following David through his house. It was clearly 


going to be an interesting meeting. 


It's just like those two assholes not to be here," David snarled as he paced Tico's living room. "I feel like we're 


being treated like second class citizens at the moment. Right?!" 


Tico went to answer in the negative. The only reason he had become involved was because of the ranting 


pianist in front of him. Whatever Jon and Richie got up to in their spare time was of zero interest to him. 


‘| mean, we should have equal say and not be ignored! Am | right?!" David continued without waiting for a 


reply, as he helped himself to Tico's bar, pouring himself a generous whiskey and sloshing it over the edge of 


the glass. Tico made a mental note to ask David if he'd had anything to drink before coming over here. 


The gate buzzer sounded again and Tico thanked the heavens above for the save. "You're going to behave 
yourself, David. Ya hear me?!" Tico pointed his cigar at the blonde who rolled his eyes at him. Seeing two 


familiar cars on screen, Tico pressed the button and waited until both were inside. 
David started for the door, ready for a confrontation 


"Don't even think about it!" Tico said, pointing back into the living room. "Get your ass back in there. This 


is my home." 


David bared his teeth and stalked back through the house. Tico waited to make sure that David was going to 
comply before he opened the front door to the others. What he saw was Jon leaning his head against Richie's 
chest as they spoke quietly together. Tico had to admit they made a cute couple. 


"Hey!" Tico called out, letting them know he was there. Both looked at him sheepishly before Richie kissed the 
blonde's cheek and they separated. "Get your asses inside. Don't leave me here with Lema any longer than 


necessary." 


"T, good to see you, man," Richie said, walking up the few steps wearily. "| owe you one sleepless night, my 


friend" 


"Then you should have called that toddler in my living room sooner," Tico replied, submitting to Richie's one- 
armed hug. Looking past the taller man, Tico saw Jon eying him warily. "Go inside, Rich. The sooner we can get 


this over with the better." 
With a look over his shoulder at Jon, Richie nodded and slipped in the front door leaving Tico to welcome Jon 
"You look like shit that's been stepped in," Tico said as Jon stopped in front of him. "You okay?" 


‘Feel about the same too, T. Am | okay? That's debatable," his lead singer replied with a mirthless smirk. "I'm 


sorry it's come to this." 


"Yeah, well.it has, so let's get it over and done with, huh?!" Tico clapped Jon on the shoulder as he moved 
through the door. Tico followed Jon into the living room after closing the door. Richie had poured himself and 


Jon a drink and his three bandmates were eyeing each other warily. 


"Right!" he said, pouring himself a drink as well, albeit soda water. "Let's talk this shit out, huh?! Who wants to 
go first?" Tico looked around at the stony faces of his friends, each one holding something in that needed to be 
said. "Fuckin' children," he grumbled under his breath. 


With a heavy sigh, Tico looked to David and said, "Lema.since you're the one that's caused all of this, maybe 
you might wanna get it off your chest first?" 


" Me ?!" David exclaimed. "They should have answered my calls in between fucking the chick. That's what you 
were both doing, right?!" 


"You shouldn't have left so many goddamn messages," Jon retorted. "You know..that last one to my place could 


just be the ruin of my marriage and if it is, I'll have you to blame." 
"It wasn't me that started all of this. It was Rich and his-." 
I'd watch what you say, asshole," Richie snarled, shifting forward in his seat. 


"What happened after we left your place, Jonny? Huh?!" David asked. "Did you both fuck her? She was some 
fine piece of tail. How much did you pay for that one, Sambora? Or did Jon go halves?" 


"Lema!" Tico scolded as both Richie and Jon bristled at their friend's words. "Have you got a fucking death wish 


or something?!" 


"What's gonna happen, T?!" David challenged, rising from his chair and pointing to Richie. "Is he gonna spank 


me?!" 


"Don't tempt me, Bryan!" Richie snarled. "Though my best paddle would be a more worthy implement for a brat 
like you." 


"Sit down, Lema," Jon grumbled. "You're being an asshole at the moment and | just can't deal with that right 


now. You've caused enough trouble this weekend." 


"ve~," David scoffed. "I've caused trouble?! You know Jonny, there's this thing called communication You suck 


at it sometimes. You might be able to save your marriage if you told Dot all your secrets, you know?!" 
"You fuckin’ leave her out of this," Jon yelled, lunging for David. His speed caught David by surprise. Jon landed 
a well-timed fist to David's jaw, sending him sprawling across the floor, before diving on top of him and 


continuing to throw punches. 


"Fuck," Tico swore. He put his drink down hastily before the fight could escalate any further. None of them 


would shy away from a good rumble and he didn't want his house destroyed. 
"Jon!" Richie exclaimed, rising from his chair to try to disengage the pair as furniture started to topple 
"Get off me, you fuck," David complained, fending off Jon's blows. 


"Break it up, you two," Tico demanded, trying to grab at flying fists when the fight showed no signs of easing 
off. Indeed if anything Jon seemed to throw himself more completely into the fray. 


"Tell that to him, not me" David gasped out, between his struggles to block Jon's wild attack. 
"You fuck! You stay out of my business," Jon yelled at his oldest friend. 


"Jon!" Richie shouted, trying to be heard above the fracas as he tried to separate the two. "He's not worth it. 


Leave him be." 


"What?! Like he left us alone?!" Jon retorted, finally besting David by sitting heavily on his chest. He drew his 


arm back, ready to pulverise the shocked face in front of him. 


"Beastie!" Master Richie roared. Everyone stopped. Tico watched the exchange as Richie waited for Jon, who 
was in the throes of the fight, to turn his way. 


"Kneell" Master Richie instructed, pointing to the floor at his feet, his voice thundering through the sudden 


silence. 

With a violent shove against David's chest, Jon shifted from where he sat, fire and brimstone bubbling 
beneath his skin. Panting heavily, he got to his feet and made his way to the indicated point where he dropped 
slowly to his knees in front of his Master. He lowered his head and placed his hands, palms upward, on his 
thighs. 

Tico, who considered himself fairly unflappable, was surprised by the turn of events. Jon, by his actions alone, 
told him what had transpired over the past few days. It also made complete sense to him, though obviously 


not to their immature keyboardist. 


"What the actual fuck?!" David stared incredulously at his long-time friend who was kneeling in front of their 
bandmate as Ashleigh had done on Friday. "Jon, get up." 


Jon continued to kneel, waiting for his Master's instructions, studiously ignoring all else. Tico could feel the 


change of energy in the room as Jon calmed himself. He couldn't say the same for their keyboardist, however. 


"Jon!" David yelled at their seemingly oblivious band leader. "Get the fuck up!" He made a grab for Jon's arm, 
attempting to pull his friend to his feet until Richie blocked him with his body and yanked his hand away. 


"What the fuck have you done to him?!" David asked, shrugging away from Richie's grasp. 
"Get the fuck away from him," Richie snarled. "This is between him and me, Bryan!" 


"What the fuck you gonna do? Spank him?! Whip him?! Chain him up?!" David asked brazenly, fronting up to 
Richie, face to face, chest to chest. 


"Jesus fucking Christ, Lema!" Tico groaned. "Do you seriously not know when to shut the fuck up?!" 


"He's not the one that needs discipline, asshole," Richie snarled at David, ignoring Tico's grumbled plea. "You do!" 
David scoffed and Tico knew, just knew , that their friend was going to provoke the Master into retaliation. He 
sighed heavily, and, stepping past Richie, said, "Just don't wreck my house any further, fucker!" He stood off 
to one side, keeping a close eye on his three friends. 

"You and whose army, Sambora?!" David challenged. 

"| don't need an army, my friend," Richie replied, his voice darkly menacing as stepped closer and David watched 
him warily. Richie raised his hand and David's eyes narrowed slightly before Richie placed his hand on his 
shoulder, pressing his thumb into the flesh near the blonde's collar bone. 


David yelped in pain, dropping to his knees, grasping at Richie's hand to stop the pain 


Tico chuckled under his breath and made a mental note to ask Richie about that hold. If he'd only known about 
it in the days when he was drinking. It could have come in handy to stop a lot of fights in the early days. 


"Now," Richie growled down at his friend, "are you going to behave yourself and apologise?" 

"Apologise for what?!" David asked snidely. Richie pressed his thumb down harder. " Fuck!" 

"Let me think, asshole," Richie said. "Firstly, for being a pain in the fucking ass with all your messages and 
phone calls." Hug dug a little harder. "Secondly, think about what the fuck you're saying when you do leave 
messages." 


David turned his tear and pain-filled eyes up to Richie's. "Whaddya mean?" 


"You fucktard!" Richie exclaimed. "Your message on Jon's machine! Dot came home early and heard you 


spouting off about him, me and Ashleigh. Leave Ashleigh out of it" 
"I just wanted in on the action, man l'm willing to pay up." 
"What action?!" Richie yelled. "She's not a fucking hooker, Lemai!! Is that what you thought she was?!" 


"Well..isn't she?! | mean," David had the good grace to look confused, "she was practically naked and you made 


her squirt all over Jon's office floor!" 


Tico groaned and shook his head at David's immaturity. He cast a look at Jon and noted that, apart from his 
heavy breathing, he hadn't moved or apparently shown any interest in what was happening around him. He'd 


learned quickly, Tico surmised, locating his glass of soda water and taking a sip. 


"You absolute piece of fucking shit!" Richie snarled, shifting his hand suddenly from David's shoulder to his jaw, 
gripping it tightly. He bent down, face to face, and said, "Did you not hear a fucking word | said that night?!" 


"l-1." he stuttered. 


"If | had my way," Master Richie sneered, "I'd strap you over the bench and paddle your ass until you were 
begging for mercy for your indiscretions today." 


Tico had to bite his lip to prevent a chuckle escaping at the abject fear on David's face at that moment. 
"Now." Master Richie spoke quietly, firmly, succinctly, "I want you to apologise to Tico for causing a fight in 
his home. | want you to apologise to Jon for causing trouble by leaving messages the way you did and | want 
you to apologise to me for thinking that my girlfriend is a whore." 

David swallowed heavily and nodded once. Using his other hand to pet David on the head before gripping a hank 
of hair. "Do it!" He forced David's head to Tico's direction, causing the blonde to hiss in pain and reach for the 
hand on his head. 

"Fuck! That hurts! Tico.'m sorry..." David said in a half-hearted attempt. 


"Properly!" Master Richie instructed, giving the hair a yank. 


"Tico..." David panted. "| apologise..for..for the fight. Argh! For the constant phone calls. For dragging you into 
this." 


"Better! Keep going," Richie said, keeping constant pressure on David's curls. 
"Let go!" 
"Not yet! You have more apologies to make." 


"You fucking suck, Samboraaargh!" David cried. "I'm sorry! Alright?! I'm sorry, Jonny..fuck, I'm sorry for letting 


Dot hear those messages. I'm sorry if | caused you trouble." 
"Good! Continue!" 
‘lm sorry | called Ashleigh a whore. I'm sorry | kept ringing. I'm sorry.l'm sorry, lm sorry, I'm sorry!" 


David broke, finally, and Richie released his hair, sinking his fingers against the scalp to soothe the pain, 


murmuring words of praise and drawing David's head against his thigh as an anchor for the younger man. 


Tico watched Richie deal with David, noting the care and love he was showing now that David had finally 
capitulated. Richie looked up and saw Tico watching him. He gave Tico a small smile which he returned with a 


nod of his head. 


Tico walked over and said softly, "Your sub needs his Master. I'll take care of this one." 


As Richie moved off, Tico dropped to his haunches and gripped David comfortingly on his arm. "Hey..you 
okay?" 


"l-I think so. What the fuck just happened?" David asked, confusion written over his face. 
"You just got owned, my friend" Tico stood and held his hand out to David. 


"T.l'm.l'm so sorry, man," David said, contritely, looking around at the mess he'd caused as Tico hauled him to 


his feet. "I'll pay for any damage, you know that:" 

"I know," Tico nodded. "You're like a vinyl LP, my friend. You just keep on spinning around once you get into a 
rut. | knew someone would knock you out of your groove at some point" Tico looked over at Richie talking 
quietly to Jon. "You just played the wrong hand, though, Lema. Did you really think Ashleigh was a prostitute? 
Did you not talk to her?" 


"Well, yeah. but. guess my head brain disengaged at some point," David shrugged. "Are we good, T?" David 
asked meekly. 


"Have you learned a lesson?" David nodded furiously at him. "Then.yeah. We're good," Tico said. "C'mere, man," 


he said and hugged the younger man. 
"So..Richie..and..and Jon," David stuttered. "Is he..? Are they..2" 
Tico nodded and said, "Looks like it." 


| need to go apologise, don't |?" David said, turning to look at his friends. Richie had released Jon from his hold 
position and was talking to him quietly, holding Jon's face so that their eyes held 


"Yeah..yeah, you do," Tico nodded, clapping David on the shoulder. 


David winced and rubbed at the spot Richie had held but walked over to the couple. Tico, kept a close eye on 


the threesome as he righted his living room. 
"Er. come in peace," David said, holding his hands up in a sign of surrender. 


"You bet your fucking ass you come in peace," Richie growled and shifted slightly to put himself between the 


two younger men. 


"Listen, can we sit and talk this out.please?" David said. "| don't wanna fight. Especially with you two. "I accept 


that | was wrong..on all counts." 


The gelatinously thick tension in the room was pressing down on Tico. It made him unconsciously draw in a deep 


breath in search of clean air. 


"Let it go, for now, Rich. He's apologised,” Tico said, moving closer to the standoff. "Now let him explain 
himself." 


Richie gave Tico a sideways glance before giving a single terse nod. 

"Then. think you both need to do some explaining of your own, don't you?!" Tico crossed his arms and stared 
down the bristling, defensive Master, using the authority afforded to him for being the eldest of the small 
group. He quirked his eyebrow at Jon first, then Richie. 


Jon, with his jaw popping, nodded and touched Richie on the back, breaking the standoff. Richie looked over his 


shoulder and Jon said, "T's right, Mookie. It all needs to come out now." 

"You're on notice," Richie growled at David but turned and sat back down on the sofa with Jon. 
"Understood," David said, sitting back down. 

Tico waited until everyone was settled before seating himself and suggested they start talking. 


Hours later, with the air now reasonably clear between them all, David turned to Jon and said, "What have you 


told Dot? Have you said anything?" 


"We've spoken of sorts," Jon said. "She's sleeping in one of the spare rooms at the moment. Things are..tense, 


to say the least." 


"Have you thought about introducing Ashleigh to Dot?" Tico suggested after a few moments of thought. 


“Ashleigh may be able to offer her a more considered, woman's point of view." 
"That's not a bad idea, Jonny," Richie said. "We could organise it for a few days at my place." 


"No," Tico said, shaking his head. "It would need to be somewhere neutral. Not that it did much good here 
tonight but the ladies might be less inclined to make a scene in public." 


Jon scrubbed his hand over his face and through his hair, tugging on it slightly. "Can | ask you both 
something?" he asked, looking over at Tico and David. "Are you okay with this..with Rich and | being..together?" 


"Together, how exactly?" David asked. 


"Does it matter?" Richie responded. 


"Actually..no," David said. He'd been calm and polite ever since he'd worked out his steam..or got it beaten out 


of him. 


"It might work to our advantage on the road," Tico said with a wry smile. "When Boss-man gets out of 


control-." 

"His Master can whip his ass," David finished with a laugh. "Literally!" 
"Bite mel" Jon chuckled. 

"Nah, man," David said. "That's Rich's job now." 


"And it seems like he's done a good job of that already judging by the marks on his neck," Tico added. "I'm going 


to assume it's going to be a need to know basis from here on in? In regards to when we're on the road" 
"Yeah," Richie nodded. "I pay enough through the club for security so | don't need the information escaping into 
real life. This means no snide remarks if things get out of control, too. We'll be discreet and ask that you do 
the same." 

"My word is my honour, my friend,” Tico said. 


"Ditto," David added. "And if not..you can spank me, fucker." 


~ Kew 
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Chapter 2 


Ashleigh POV 


"m nervous," Ashleigh said, twisting her fingers together. "This is so different to facing off a judge in a 


courtroom." 

Richie chuckled and reached for Ashleigh's hand while he drove, kissing her knuckles. "Dot can be formidable 
but just be yourself, darlin," he assured her. "Her world's just been sent topsy turvy and she's scared, | 
guess." 

"Did Jon really strip and go into the wait position?!" 

"Apparently." 

"I can understand why that freaked her a little," Ashleigh mused. 

Richie had called her after Jor's phone call and then again after their band meeting, just needing to talk. When 
he brought up the suggestion of a meeting between the two couples, Ashleigh had readily agreed and spent the 
next day freeing up her schedule. 

‘Ive missed you, darlin," Richie said, squeezing her fingers a little. "I like having someone | can talk to about 


this other side of me. And I'm very happy that you're spending the weekend with me." He guided her hand to 
his lap. 


"So it seems," she purred, relishing the feel of his semi-hard flesh beneath the fabric of his pants. She had 
used her mental showreel of their previous weekend to send herself into nights of post-orgasmic sleep. "I'm 


going to miss you while you're away, Rich." 


"As | said the other right, baby," he replied, "if you can get the time off, I'll send a jet for you in a blink of an 
eye." He pulled the car outside of the restaurant. Handing over the keys to the valet, Richie opened the door 
for Ashleigh and helped her to the footpath. "I'm not sure if | told you earlier, but you look stunning tonight” 
He was about to kiss her when a flash went off from the other side of the street. "Goddamn paps," he 
grumbled. "Let's go inside." 


"Sure," she said. Richie placed his hand on the small of her back and guided her into the restaurant. She felt 
safe with him, protected, both as a man and as her Master. Being in the profession that she was, Ashleigh 
wasn't unfamiliar with media being present but that was usually in her professional life, not her private life. 


That was going to take some getting used to. 


Richie spoke with the concierge and they were shown to a private table. Richie held the chair for Ashleigh as a 


waiter stood to one side, ready to take instructions from the concierge who had then seated Richie. 


Drink orders were taken and the waiter and concierge left after being advised that there were still two to 


arrive. 


"So is there a plan for this evening?" Ashleigh asked. "Anything relevant | should know about Dorothea?" 


Ashleigh had dropped into work mode, needing to formulate a plan as though she was taking on a new client. 
"Hmm, let's see,” Richie said as their drinks were placed on the table. Richie nodded his thanks before 
continuing. "Dot was Jon's high school sweetheart so there's a lot of history there but I'm not sure anymore 
about how much love there is. Jon's always been the one we held as the epitome of a healthy marriage..but 
last weekend kind of put paid to that ideal." 

"l'm sure there's still love there,’ Ashleigh said, kindly. 


‘Of course! Jon would sacrifice himself for his family and friends," Richie acknowledged. "Especially his kids." 


"| wouldn't expect anything less," Ashleigh acknowledged. "Working in the profession | do, you get a feeling for 
the good ones. You're both very good ones." She smiled as Richie picked up her hand and kissed it. 


"Hey, you two. Sorry, we're late," Jon said, appearing beside the table with an attractive brunette. He held out 
the chair for her and pushed it in gently afterwards. 


"Baby," Jon said, "I'd like you to meet Ashleigh Weston, Richie's date. Ashleigh, my wife, Dorothea" 


‘Its a pleasure to meet you, Dorothea,’ Ashleigh said, holding her hand out to the woman. Ashleigh felt the 


iciness rolling off the woman as she stared at the proffered hand as though it was poison. 


"Hey!" Richie exclaimed, bristling at the woman's snub. "Be nice for once in your life, Dot." He draped his arm 


across the back of Ashleigh's chair in a proprietary manner. 
"Dot!" Jon admonished his wife quietly. "You promised” 


Dorothea turned her eyes to Richie. "You don't get to order me around..like you do my husband," she snarled. 


"I'm here under protest, for your information’ 


Okay.. , Ashleigh thought to herself. It's going to be one of those kinds of nights. It wasn't anything she couldn't 


handle but it would have been nice to at least be acknowledged. 


The waiter interrupted politely and took the new arrivals’ drink orders before handing around menus. Orders 


were placed and the staff member melted away. 
"Ashleigh.how was your week?" Jon asked, trying to prod the conversation into some normal territory. 


"Busy! | had so many cases to catch up on after taking the Monday off," she replied, thankful for the 
distraction. She went on to tell them about how her boss had been looking at her funnily after their encounter 


in the car park. 


She was aware of the silent scrutiny from the obviously uncomfortable Dorothea as the conversation flowed 
easily between the three of them. Jon had tried to draw his wife into the conversation, paying her special 


attention, but apart from reluctant one-word answers, she sat silently, sipping occasionally on her soda water. 


Starters were served and the conversation died off while they ate. When Dorothea excused herself hurriedly, 


Jon said, "Ash, darlin’, I'm sorry." 


"Don't apologise, Jon," she said, gripping his hand. "Do you mind if | go speak with her in private? It might be a 
little less daunting." 


"Of course," he nodded. 


"If you'll excuse me then," Ashleigh said, pushing away from the table and winding her way through the tables 


to the ladies room. 


Pushing open the door into the large bathroom space, Ashleigh could hear someone retching in one of the 
stalls as she made use of the facilities. When she'd finished and was standing at the basin, washing her hands, 
Dorothea finally came out looking a little worse for wear. When she saw Ashleigh in the mirror, Dorothea 


averted her eyes and moved to wash up and fix her make-up. 


"Are you okay, Dorothea?" Ashleigh asked, kindly. "Was there something wrong with your meal?" 


"No, the meal was fine," Dot answered blandly as she splashed her face with cool water. Ashleigh handed her a 
paper towel to dry her face with. "Thank you. I-l'm not feeling well at the moment." 


"I'm sorry to hear that," Ashleigh replied. She looked around to make sure they were alone. "Dot.may | call you 


that? Do you mind if we just talk in here for a moment? | want to clear the air." 


"What do you have to say that would excuse you sleeping with my husband?" Dot asked, turning from the 
mirror where she was fixing her make-up. "Are you part of Sambora's sick games? Did you tie him down too? 


Did you fuck him?" 


"Well, how about you just shut your judgemental mouth for a moment and let me talk?" Ashleigh bit back. 
Disappointed with herself, Ashleigh sighed. "I apologise. May | explain?" 


"Talk away," Dot said, turning back to the mirror. "Doesn't mean l'm going to listen 

"| want you to know that firstly, I'm not here to steal anyone away from anyone," Ashleigh started. "When this 
all started, it was just a contract between myself and Richie. l'm sure, by your comments, that Jon has 
explained that we're both members of a BDSM club?" 

‘It was mentioned." 

"Then let me give you a bit of my background story," Ashleigh said, not waiting for a reply before continuing. 
‘I'm a senior partner in a well-known law firm. My job entails a lot of stress. Most people exercise or drink, do 
drugs or whatever to relieve that stress. My option is submitting to a trained Dominant, relinquishing myself 
into their hands, knowing that | don't have to think about anything other than pleasing my Master." 


"Fucking them, l'm guessing," Dot sneered. 


"Most of the time, yes," she replied honestly. "But not every time. It's more about freedom of not having to 
think about or feel anything other than what my Master tells me to." 


"Richie is a Dominant, a Master.my Master," Ashleigh continued. "We had been playing the night before Jon's 
dinner and | still had the marks. Jon, David and Tico confronted us about it and it had to be explained" 


"Did | fuck your husband? Yes but under instruction from my Master. Did | tie him down? No, that's not my 
place unless instructed. Was it surprising that Jon participated willingly? Yes, but considering the bond those 


two have, and their past relationship, it kind of made sense that he was curious." 


Ashleigh noted that Dorothea was watching her more closely now. 


"BDSM can be healthy for a relationship. You always know where you stand," Ashleigh said. "H's about black and 
white, yes and no. There are no maybes. Maybes get you hurt in a BDSM relationship.” 


"What about in a normal relationship? What kind of relationship do you think you have with Richie?" Dot asked. 


"What Richie feels for me is completely different to what he feels for Jon. | understand that and accept it. Am 
| falling for Richie? Definitely. But it's early days and I've got my career," Ashleigh shrugged. "If nothing else, 
Richie fits as the perfect Master to my pain-slut sub persona." 


"You like the pain?!" 
"Yes! Very much so. It frees my mind from all the work-related darkness in my head." 
"And Jon? He.he liked.likes that too?" 


"Well, he's still in training at the moment," Ashleigh noted the surprise on the brunette's face. "Right now, Jon's 
just at the thrill of the release stage. He's just chasing those orgasms..or in base terms, a cum-slut. | think 
its highly unlikely that he'll ever be a pain-slut but Richie needs to work with him more to be certain 


Dot scoffed at that. "Of course he does. There's always been three in our marriage." 


"May | make a couple of suggestions?" she asked "Would you consider sitting in on one of Jon's training 
sessions? | could sit with you and explain the process, the thought patterns and whatnot. It would take the 


stigma away from it all for you." 


"To what end?!" Dot asked, looking askance. "To watch you fucking him in the end or worse, Sambora fucking my 
husband?" 


"Not every session ends in sex, as | said before. But you would be there, wouldn't you? You would be the 
object of his focused desire." Ashleigh let her voice drop into a seductive tone and waited for that to sink it. 
"You don't have to participate in the scene to benefit from it. How long has it been since you and Jon had a 


truly satisfying session of love-making?" 
"l-L.] don't think that's any of your business," the woman bristled. 


Ashleigh could tell that Dot was clearly flustered though. Then something flashed over the woman's face and 
she turned a definite shade of green It was at that moment that things fell into place. The overt attention Jon 


was paying his wife, the soda water, the unexpected vomiting. Dorothea was pregnant. 


"Okay..| apologise again," Ashleigh submitted. “Think about it, at least. My weekend is free and I'll be spending it 
with Richie. Here," she dug through her small clutch purse, "let me give you my card with my numbers on it. 
Feel free to call me anytime. To talk about all of this. Or to arrange a pleasant evening for the four of us." She 


handed the card to Dot, who looked at it then at Ashleigh in surprise, recognising the law firm's name. 


"May | ask you something, though?" Ashleigh continued. "How far along are you, Dot?" 
"l-L.how did you know?" the dark-haired woman stuttered. "Did.did Jon say something?!" 


‘Its a professional hazard.being on and intuitive at all times. Also, being a woman, you notice things," she 


shrugged. "The soda water, pushing your meal around your plate..the vomiting.” 


"|.uh..it..." Dot stuttered, avoiding Ashleigh's gaze and eventually turning away. "It's all a complete fucking mess," 


she said softly. 


Her shoulders started shaking and Ashleigh knew that the other woman was crying. Reaching out she placed a 
comforting hand on her shoulder and said, "It doesn't have to be like that." 


"Consider this in conjunction with what I've already said," Ashleigh continued. "Consider allowing Jon free access 
to Richie when he feels the need for his Master, and he will return to you a happier man. A happier man will 
make for a happier marriage." 

"l-l don't know," Dot said, reaching for a paper towel to dry her eyes. "God.! look as bad as | feel.” 

"Would you like me to help?" Ashleigh asked, assessing the damage caused. 


"No..thanks," she sighed with a tight smile. 


"Fix your face, take a moment to think about what | said," Ashleigh said. "Ill let the boys know that you'll be 
out shortly." Squeezing Dot's arm, Ashleigh began to move off. 


"Ashleigh?!" Dot called, waiting for her to turn. "l'm.l'm sorry." 

She smiled in return and nodded before leaving the brunette to gather herself again in privacy. 

Both men saw Ashleigh leave the bathroom alone, standing for her when she arrived back at the table. 
"Everything is okay, Jon," she assured him before he could even ask She lowered her voice a little and said, 
"Her morning sickness got the best of her." 

"l- Say what now?!" Jon exclaimed, looking to Richie for an explanation. "How?! Did you-?" 


"Wasn't me, baby," he replied. "| never said a word." 


"Oh, please," Ashleigh scoffed at them both. "You don't think | could spot the signs a mile off? Don't worry, | 


won't say a word to anyone else. In the meantime, your wife is just fixing her makeup before she comes out." 


"In the spirit of full disclosure," she continued. "I may have offered Dorothea a couple of solutions.” 


"Oh?" Jon exclaimed. 


"Hear me out, okay?" Ashleigh said, quickly outlining what she'd offered Dot in the bathroom. "I think it's a 


workable solution but you'd all have to agree." 


Dorothea arrived back at the table just as Ashleigh finished speaking. "I apologise for running off," she said as 
Jon fussed over getting her seated again. 


'ls..is everything okay?" Jon asked, a frown creasing his brow. 
Dot looked at him, a little closer than she had been, Ashleigh observed. "Maybe." 


The wait staff arrived at that moment with their main meals, having seen that the ladies had been absent, and 
placed the dishes in front of each of them. The conversation flowed easily as the tension seemed to have 
dissipated since the women's talk in the bathroom. Dorothea was still mainly silent, picking at her food, but 
Ashleigh could now make allowances for that. 


'So..Dorothea," Ashleigh ventured, "Have you given what | suggested some thought? By the way, I've told Richie 


and Jon about it since they're pivotally involved" 

Dorothea looked like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. She glanced at both men, colouring 
slightly in a blush that ran up her neck to her cheeks. Ashleigh could see the attractive woman behind the 
perpetual scowl she had been wearing most of the night. 

Jon turned to his wife and took her hand. "Dottie.please think about it. That's all I'm asking." 

Richie steepled his fingers against his chin, watching the exchange with close interest. 

Ashleigh knew it was a gamble with people's hearts, but the only way to save a marriage that had children 
involved was to be open and honest with all parties. She had questioned whether she would have considered 
making the offer if Jon didn't have children to consider. 

"I don't know yet, Jon," Dot replied. "I don't know whether | can watch you with him.getting.what? Beaten?!" 
"May | speak, Dot?" Richie asked, respectfully. He quickly looked around to see if anyone was watching them. 
"Yes, there is pain involved but it's controlled. | have their," he indicated to Jon and Ashleigh, "health and 


welfare to consider with each second, with each strike" 


Dot looked askance at Richie. "I've always said that you were the devil, Sambora, but | think this sinks to a new 
low for me. | can't even look at you in the same light anymore." 


"Hey..." Jon admonished her quietly. "Don't cause a scene here, Dot. We're trying to have a civil conversation. 


Please." 


"Civil? What's civil about..." Dot was cut short when their server arrived, just in time to diffuse the situation 


and to clear the plates and offer the dessert menus. 


"| don't feel well," Dorothea said after briefly scanning the menu. "Take me home, please, Jon. l- | can't talk 


about this tonight. | need time to think" 

"Dot, please..." Jon pleaded. 

"| want To go home," she said, taking the napkin from her lap and gathering her purse. 

"Take your wife home, Beastie," Richie said quietly. "Let her think in a safe environment. We'll be in touch." 

Jon looked sadly at his Master but nodded, rising from the table to help Dorothea from the chair. From an 
outward glance, it would seem like a normal dinner for four. It wasn't until you studied the people involved, that 


one would see the level of tension simmering beneath the surface. 


"Dorothea, it was lovely to finally meet you," Ashleigh said with an open smile. "I'm open and willing to continue 


the conversation at any time. My phone is never off" 
Dorothea nodded once and started for the door, leaving Jon to follow in her wake. 
"Well, that went well,” Richie sighed, slumping back in his seat. 


"Don't discount it yet, baby," Ashleigh replied, gripping his hand across the table. "| saw a little give in her 


stance, in the bathroom." 


‘Ive yet to know her to give in to anything," Richie said, scrubbing his hand over his face, "though | guess it's 


served her well over the years with Jon. Somehow | just don't see her agreeing to your solution" 


Ashleigh saw how disappointed Richie was. Leaning closer, Ashleigh linked her fingers with the guitarists and 
said, "How about we continue the meal back at your place? | know of this wonderfully satisfying creamy 


dessert that | could whip up. It's so easy you'll be wanting more and more." 


Richie slid his eyes over her and Ashleigh shivered in anticipation when he licked his lips. Catching the waiter's 
eye, he asked for the bill and quickly signed for the meals when presented with it. 


"Let's go," he said as soon as his credit card was returned to him. Helping Ashleigh from the chair, he placed 
his hand on the small of her back, guiding her back through to the exit. The wait for the valet to bring the 


car and the drive home was made in silence but it seemed to amplify the sexual tension between the two. 


~ Ke 


"Tell me about life on the road," Ashleigh asked later as she lay in Richie's arms, completely satiated in their 


post-coital bliss. 

Richie grunted before answering. "It's a strange dichotomy," he finally said. "Flying into new places can be 
exciting but..fuck, it can be lonely too. | mean, you're playing to fifty, sixty, seventy thousand people some 
nights but when you're back at the hotel afterwards, it's just you in your hotel room most nights." 


"Don't you all socialise together?" Ashleigh asked, propping herself up on her elbow to look down at him. "What 
about sightseeing?" 


"We get together now and again but for the most part, we break off into smaller groups,” Richie said. "Its 
easier to blend in when you've got a few of the crew with you rather than, say, Jon and | together.” 


"That makes sense," Ashleigh nodded. "You're both pretty recognisable," she smiled. 
"Jon, more so than me," Richie said. 


"So.what about women? | hardly think you're all impervious to feminine wiles," she grinned, swirling her fingers 


over his chest, playing with the sparse hair. 


“There's ways and means. Red wristbands were a thing in the early days," Richie smirked. "But again, they were 
just to fill in the nights, just a few hours or even minutes.just to stave off the loneliness." 


"Hmm," Ashleigh hummed, thinking everything through, then continued with, "How does that work with 


marriages?" 


"What happens on the road, stays on the road," he replied. "I know Jon has..not exactly been the poster boy 
that everyone makes him out to be and | doubt very much that Dot has stayed faithful either. | mean.we're 


away for months at a time. You need that human contact, you know?" 


"You don't have to justify your past to me, baby," Ashleigh said, laying her hand over his heart, feeling the 
steady beat beneath her palm. 


"| know," he said. "But it does explain why I'd like you to consider coming out with us. Even for a week if you 


can swing it." 

She had to smile at Richie's perfect use of his puppy-dog eyes and pouty bottom lip. Bending down, she took 
that lip gently between her teeth before deepening the kiss. Richie had just started to shift over her when a 
high trill interrupted the couple. 


Ignore it," he mumbled against her mouth. 


| can't," she said, pushing him back and reaching over him toward the nightstand for her phone. 


"Ashleigh Weston," she answered professionally, not recognising the number. She sat up, ready to leave if 
necessary. Richie stirred with a groan before kissing her shoulder and getting up to go to the bathroom. 


There was a moment of silence on the line, but she could tell there was someone there. 
“Ashleigh..it's.it's Dorothea." 
"Oh! Hi" Ashleigh relaxed, her tone changing now that she knew it wasn't work-related. 


‘lm sorry. | know it's late and you're..you're probably with Richie," Dot said. "|..you said | could call anytime but 
if this is not a good time-." 


"Don't be silly. Its fine," she replied. "I wouldn't have answered so quickly if it were a bad time. How can | help 
you, Dorothea?" Ashleigh asked as Richie came back from the bathroom, climbing back into bed. He looked at 
her in surprise, hearing who was on the phone, while pulling her against him, bracing her back against his 


stomach. 


"l-I was wondering." Dot sighed after her words trailed off. "I don't know what I'm trying to say here, to be 
honest." 


"That's okay. Take your time," Ashleigh said. 

"l'm..damn itl want.l want to know, but..." Dot sighed heavily, "I'm scared, | guess." 

"That's understandable," Ashleigh responded. Richie had propped himself on his elbow, stroking Ashleigh's hair 
and back as she spoke. "Is there something in particular that scares you?" She looked at Richie as she asked, 
letting him know what the conversation was about without letting on that he was there. He was being 


considerate enough to stay silent, as well. 


'It's.the pain factor, | guess," the older woman said. "| don't know if | can watch my husband being whipped or 


whatever, not to mention fucking someone else." 

"The first training doesn't have to involve anything harsher than what our Master's hand can do," Ashleigh 
explained as she shifted and curled up against Richie so that she was facing him to pick up on any signals. "l'm 
sure Riche would be willing to run through Jon's training again for your benefit” 


She looked at Richie and received a nod 


"| saw the damage on his body," Dot exclaimed. "You can't tell me that was only from Sambora's hand." 


Richie pulled a face when he heard his name said with such venom. 


"To be fair, | will admit that | had been a brat the first night we played together and we both bore the brunt 
of the punishment. He was thrown in feet first and would benefit from a controlled refresher." She winked at 


Richie who then poked his tongue out at her. 
"Oh. He..he didn't explain that to me," Dot said. "I guess | just.assumed...” 


Richie had started circling his finger around Ashleigh's nipple and it was becoming hard to concentrate. 
Especially when he licked it and blew on it, making it pucker hard. 


"Dot," Ashleigh said, trying desperately to keep her voice steady as Richie played with her, getting bored with 
just listening. "Let me speak with Richie about this and I'll call you in the morning. That way if you have any 
other questions, we can discuss them in length then" 

"That will be fine. You can use this number." 


"Dot.l'm glad you called" Ashleigh finalised the call 


"Finally!" Richie groaned, pulling the phone from Ashleigh's hand and blindly placing it on the nightstand. He rolled 
to his back, pulling Ashleigh on top of him and said, "Now..about those seconds for dessert..." 


~ Ke 
Dot POV 


"I still can't see why | couldn't drive there?!" Jon grumped from the passenger seat. "I can follow directions just 


as well as youl And why so freakin’ early?! I'm not even hungry." 
"And you're sounding like your children 


Dot grit her teeth against snarking back at her husband any more than that in case she gave the plan away. 
Using her breathing, which came in handy more often than not these days, she calmed herself so that she 


could concentrate on Ashleigh's precise driving instructions. 


Ashleigh had phoned back the next morning as promised with a very detailed plan. Without telling Jon what was 
happening, they were to meet at the club, The Red Room. Dot thought it all sounded very guache but she had 
agreed after Ashleigh had assured her it was high class and they would be private, safe and secure there. 


"Where the fuck are we going, anyway?" Jon asked, peering out the window as they headed into a more 
industrial area of town. "This place better be good. | could be at home packing for Tuesday." 


‘Oh, please! You either throw a couple of shirts and a pair of jeans in your carry-all at the last minute or you 


get me to do it" 


"True..but | do appreciate it," he replied, turning back in his seat with a disgruntled sigh. "Are we almost there 
at least?" 


"Next turn, | think." Dot answered, biting back the sarcasm about his continuing childishness and instead 
concentrating on the directions and what signage to look for. Finding the discreet red on black R tucked away on 


the side of a nondescript building, Dot turned her car into the driveway. 
"Industrial chic, huh?!" Jon asked rhetorically. "The food better be good coz their exterior sucks." 


"Um." Dot mumbled, still sitting in the car looking at the blank wall of the parking lot. "I've been assured that 
its very sophisticated inside." She looked around for anything that would give her a sign that the others were 
here. She didn't want to be walking into the unknown. 


She was nervous. About lying to Jon, about what she was going to witness inside these walls and about her 
reaction to them. And what about this new woman in Richie's life? She barely trusted him, let alone some 
random woman he found through some want ad in the newspaper, despite the fact that she was some kind of 


fancy-assed lawyer. 


The opening of her door startled Dot from her reverie. Jon was standing there patiently, ready to help her 
from the car. What would happen to him in there? Had she done the wrong thing? He seemed to be so 
confident in what he needed when he first showed her his body. She was starting to have serious reservations 


about what she was about to embark on. 


"Dottie?" Jon asked solicitously. "Are you okay? We can go home if you'd rather. Looks like it could be a fuckin’ 


dive.there's not even anyone here or any windows.” 


"lm fine, Jon! Just stop whining about the lack of windows,” Dot grumbled, exiting from the driver's seat. "Or 
are you in God-mode today and feel the need to be seen?" She shrugged off his hand on her elbow and stalked 
off toward the one unmarked door, pushing down the abject horror of either of them being seen walking into 
an establishment of this nature. 


Following Ashleigh's instructions, she pressed the button as Jon, who she'd left gaping beside the car, walked up 
behind her. 


"May | help you?" a disembodied female voice came from the speaker. 


"Reservation for Bongiovi," Jon said before Dot could even open her mouth. The door buzzed and Jon pushed it 


open, holding it to allow Dot to proceed him into the brightly lit interior. 


The entryway looked more gym-like than an exclusive club, Dot thought, with its harsh overhead lighting, bare 
walls, except for a row of lockers, and a plain black, linoleum-looking floor. She could feel Jon's confusion and 
disdain rolling off him in waves. 


Behind a utilitarian desk, a stunning, well-dressed woman, completely at odds with her surroundings, waited with 
a pleasant smile on her face. Her eyes, though, startling in their combined beauty and shrewdness, were taking 
everything in. She was smallish in stature but she emanated power from her small frame and the flame-red, 
perfectly coiffed hair only enforced that impression. Dot was feeling slightly intimidated, which was something 
that rarely happened. 


"Mr and Mrs Bongiovi?" 
"Yes," Jon acknowledged. 


"You are expected." The woman pressed a buzzer and two latex-clad people emerged behind them, gripping Jon 


suddenly by the arms. 


"Heyl" he said, trying to shake off the hold. "HEY! Take your fucking hands off me!" The hands clamped down 
harder, twisting his arms behind his back to control him. "What the fuck?! Dottie, call the police. Call Matt! Get 
the fuck off mel" 


"Hold him still," the woman instructed the faceless latex people. She stepped from behind the desk and Dot 


could see she was holding some kind of apparatus. 


| was told you'd be a noisy one," she said before gripping Jon's jaw with strong fingers in exactly the right 
spot and forcing his mouth open to receive a large ballgag, quickly buckling it securely behind his head. 


"Take this offensive creature to his Master in room number one," the woman said in a clear authoritative 


Voice. 


Jon's head snapped around in surprise, looking at the woman first before turning his icy-blue eyes towards his 
wife. As a door opened to the right of the desk, he deliberately lowered his eyes and Dot could see his spine 
visibly relax. When he quickly glanced back up at her, it wasn't her Jon anymore behind the eyes she knew so 
well. It both chilled and fascinated her. 


"Jonl! Where are you taking my husband?" Dot exclaimed, panic suddenly jolting through her, as Jon was 
forcibly marched through the door. She was stopped from following him by the woman stepping in front of 
her. 


“That is not important right now," the woman said. "You will see him soon enough, my dear." 


~ Ke 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Well, it's that time of the week, my lovelies. 


For my friends. hope you enjoy this week's update. | love and appreciate each and every one of you 


J 


Chapter 3 


Honey POV 


"I am Mistress Honey. | am the proprietor of this establishment and | can assure you that your husband will 


be well taken care of. | understand that you are both the guests of Ms Weston and Mr Sambora: 


Honey had recognised King's paramour immediately. She would have been considered a hermit if she didn't know 
who Jon Bon Jovi was but it was interesting to see his wife. Considering both men were famous for holding 
millions of women's hearts in their hands, Jon's choice of woman was interesting to Honey. No doubt there was 


a history behind the union but Honey didn't care to find out. 
"What's happening? Where's Jon?" Dot asked. "I was told | could be with him." 


"And you will be, dear," Honey said, stepping in front of Dorothea "He is being prepared for his Master. Your 


guide will be here momentarily. However, there are some rules to be dealt with first.” 


"Rules?! What rules?! It's a sex club, isn’t it?!" Dot snapped. "Of which | certainly won't be participating, you can 
rest assured." 


"Never say never, my dear," Honey shrugged delicately. "But this is not a sex club as you put it. The Red Room 
is the most exclusive BDSM club in the country. People pay handsomely to be members due to our strict 
privacy and safety guidelines. You're fortunate that you've come at a time when there are not too many 
members present, however, should you see anyone that you recognise, other than your party of four, then 


that information stays within the confines of this building. Do you understand me?!" 
Dot rolled her eyes at the woman. Honey could see the disdain in the action "Whatever." 


Honey narrowed her eyes at Dot, her small frame seemingly growing with each nano-second and her voice 


lowered into a menacing tone, "You've seen the way your husband was handled. Do you wish the same, little 


girl? Except that you will not be entertained inside. You will be escorted from the property, leaving him alone. 


ls that what you wish?! 

Dot, stunned into silence, simply blinked at the small but formidable woman in front of her. 
"Now.do you understand the rules?" Honey asked again, her tone brooking no arguments. 
"Yes," Dorothea hissed. 


"Wait there," Honey commanded and left the room, via the same door Jon was taken through, with her skirts 


swishing. 
It had taken Honey by surprise when King had called and explained what he had planned. 
"Are you sure about this, King?" Honey had asked, concern tinged her words. 


‘| promise, Mistress," Richie had assured her. "I've planned it meticulously so that no one will get hurt. 


Physi cally or mentally. 


After gaining her reluctant approval, Richie had asked for the same room as their last time. Private, luxurious 
and well-appointed, it was the perfect place for an introduction to the world of BDSM, outside of his own 
sanctuary. She had suggested that they arrange a daytime rendezvous so that they could be ushered inside 


without being seen. 


Ashleigh was waiting for Honey just beyond the door. "It is done," Honey sighed, allowing her ex-submissive to 


see her ongoing doubts. 


She hoped that King knew what he was doing. On the physical side, Honey did not doubt King's abilities but when 
his heart was involved, and she knew the history between the two men, that was where things could come 


unstuck. 
And the wife was a definite unknown. 


Dorothea Bongiovi. Wife of mega rockstar Jon Bon Jovi. Was as plain as a mouse in Honey's opinion, but there 
was an underlying strength that was appealing. Honey didn't know what King had planned for his sub's wife, 


apart from showing her a training session, but clearly, that wife was herself no submissive. 
"Thank you, Mistress," Ashleigh said. "May | ask.how did she seem?" 


'She's..interesting," Honey said, carefully choosing her words. "Spiky. Cold, almost, but clearly she's concerned 
about her husband. I'm not sure what King's end goal is but she would not be a candidate for any submissive 
work | understand why you're doing this.but tread very carefully.both of you. I'll be in my office should you 


need me." 


"Thank you, Mistress," Ashleigh replied again, bowing her head in deference as she spoke. 
we 
Ashleigh POV 


After Honey had retreated to her office where the main bank of security cameras was held, Ashleigh drew on 
her courtroom persona and sucked in a deep breath before opening the door to the reception. She had a brief 
flashback to the evening her life turned upside down when she met her Master for the first time. She hoped 
that Jon would feel the same way about today when he looked back on it in the future. 


Opening the door, Ashleigh saw Dot swivel her head toward the soft sound and the suspicious dark eyes sweep 
over her, taking in her appearance. Even before her Master's suggestion, she had deliberately made an extra 


effort, choosing her clothing with care and taking extra time over her hair and makeup. 


Ashleigh had opted to put her hair in a simple ponytail, leaving her shoulders bare. Her top was a black 
bandeau with a leather halterneck overlay that crossed over and accentuated her breasts. Her Master's collar 
was still visible, resting against her skin, just below the wide choker of the overlay and her cuffs twinkled at 
her wrists. A simple short, black skirt and stiletto boots that laced up over her knees completed the look. 


"Where did they take Jon?" the older woman asked, almost charging at Ashleigh. "What's going on?" 


"Jon's fine, Dot. There's no need to panic," Ashleigh calmly replied. "He's been taken into the private room where 


he is being prepared for his Master, as per his instructions.just as | was a short time ago." 
"Prepared how exactly?" Dot demanded. 


"Well, if you're ready, | can take you through," Ashleigh said, deliberately avoiding answering the question To 
Ashleigh's mind, Dorothea appeared anything but ready though she nodded once, her mouth pulled into a taut, 
grim line. Ashleigh heaved a mental sigh but smiled politely and opened the door she had just come from. As 
Dorothea hesitantly stepped through, Ashleigh saw the designated minion slip silently from another hidden 
doorway into place behind the reception desk. 


"Welcome to The Red Room, Dorothea," she said. 


Ashleigh smiled as Dot's face shifted from pious indignation to shock and then fascination as they walked 
through the club, past the bar area and well-appointed open rooms or booths that could be used at any time 
by patrons and their subs or guests. The older woman faltered a little when they passed one of the rooms in 


use. 


"But..but they're just.. fucking in front of everyone!" Dot whispered as Ashleigh kept walking. 


"Not all kinks are of the pain variety," she replied, slipping her arm through Dot's. "There are more private 
rooms too, which you'll see in a moment. Jon will soon have full membership so..if anything takes your fancy 
or you just want to explore something you wouldn't normally in the outside world.then this is a safe place to 


do so." 
‘Oh my," the older woman breathed, her eyes wide with wonder. 


Ashleigh had deliberately taken Dorothea the long way through to their designated room, to allow her to see 
the more public areas of the club in all their splendour. Jon would have been taken the same way as she had 


been, through the hidden hallways for privacy. 


Ashleigh had a vague idea of what Richie had planned but he had sequestered himself with his preparations to 
ensure his Dominant mindset was firmly in place. She felt the heat of desire pool deeply within her in 
anticipation of seeing her Master from a bystander's point of view. 


Using the fob issued to them on their arrival, Ashleigh touched it to the security panel and the lock clicked 
open. She ushered Dorothea inside and closed the door behind her. A flood of memories washed over Ashleigh 
making her heart race just that little bit faster. She couldn't imagine how Dorothea was feeling. 


The brunette hadn't moved from inside the door as she took in what little of her surroundings she could see. 
There was a small puddle of light where they stood and another to their left, over a large, soft-looking couch 
that was something that Ashleigh hadn't remembered from last time. Ashleigh surmised that Richie had 

arranged that specifically for Dorothea's comfort. Beyond the warm glow of the lights, the inky blackness was 


virtually impenetrable. 
‘Oh my..." Dot breathed, then looked around in surprise when her voice didn't travel past a few feet. 


"All the private rooms are soundproofed for obvious reasons," Ashleigh explained. "Though most are not as 
luxuriously appointed as this one. This is the premium room." Ashleigh placed her hand on the small of 
Dorothea's back and guided her to the couch. Ashleigh drew out a bottle of sparkling water from a silver ice 
bucket and poured some into fine crystal flutes for Dorothea and herself. "Please. Make yourself comfortable," 


Ashleigh said, holding the glass out to her 


"You don't have to curb your alcohol on my account," Dot said softly in deference to the mood of the room, 


accepting the flute and sitting. 
"No drugs or alcohol are allowed in the rooms if you're playing a scene," Ashleigh replied in an equally soft 
voice. She kicked off her shoes and curled up close to Dot without crowding her. Ashleigh was feeling her sub- 


need pressing forward, wanting to be a part of what was about to happen. 


"Oh! | didn't know...” 


"You'll be on a steep learning curve. Don't be frightened to ask questions. That's what I'm here for," Ashleigh 
said, gripping Dot's hand comfortingly. "Ready?" 


"|| guess." 


Dots shaky reply showed Ashleigh how nervous the woman was. She gave her hand another squeeze before 
reaching for a remote control on the table with the ice bucket and pressed a button. The lights overhead 
blinked out plunging the room into oppressive darkness. Dot's rapid breathing was the only thing heard. 


Ashleigh pressed another button and a soft pool of light appeared on the other side of the room to reveal a 


new tableau. Now they would be the ones beneath the cloak of darkness from across the room. 


Ashleigh breathed deeply, feeling her own excitement building, but it was a completely different emotion to the 
woman beside her. Dot's would be stemmed from panic and shock, hers was desire and if Ashleigh was 


truthful, a little jealousy over Jon at the moment. 


Dot gasped, rising from the couch but Ashleigh squeezed her hand again and shook her head, pinning the older 


woman with a glare. "No. You can't interrupt now." Dot slowly sank back into the couch again. 


Ashleigh's focus returned to the other side of the room. Jon was naked, kneeling on a small padded mat with 
his hands bound to his ankles, blindfolded and gagged. Unlike her first visit to this room, Ashleigh knew that 
since the scene was a surprise to Jon, he would have been afforded a bathroom stop and quickly but 


thoroughly bathed by the minions before being brought in 
"Was he tied up like that alone?! What if something happened to him?" Dot whispered urgently. 


"He was never truly alone. There was always someone watching him, even if Jon wasn't aware of them," 


Ashleigh whispered. 


Ashleigh remembered the feeling of being left alone and adrift, her sense of sight and touch taken from her 
whilst she was left suspended and waiting for her Master. Jon would be feeling the same sense of anticipation, 
the only difference would be that Jon knew who would be standing in front of him, Ashleigh hadn't a clue until 


her blindfold was removed. 


From the shadows of the far corner of the room, Richie stepped forward into the light. Ashleigh's breath 
hitched and she felt her lower half weep responsively to her Master's presence. Richie hadn't shaved this 
morning and his mouth was now surrounded with a sexy dark stubble. His hair had been washed and fluffed up 
a little, hanging loosely over his shoulders and free from the ever-present hat or cap that he was fond of 


wearing at home. 


He was wearing the black linen pants he wore that same day he met Ashleigh, with his bare feet peeking out 
from under the hem. He hadn't bothered with his jacket but his black shirt was left undone for comfort and 


ease of removal, the bonus for Ashleigh was the smooth expanse of chest and belly it revealed, highlighted 
with a couple of his favourite chains. Ashleigh couldn't help but groan softly which drew Dot's attention 


"Oh..," Jon's wife breathed. 
Ashleigh flashed her a smirk and shrugged unapologetically for her response. 


Richie cast a glance toward the direction of the couch but said nothing. He stepped forward slowly, circling Jon 
as he did with Ashleigh. Jon, shifting restlessly against his bonds, angled his head this way and that, trying to 


follow whatever sounds he could hear. 
Ashleigh remembered the absolute neutralisation of any ambient sounds. 


"Hello, Beastie," Richie said, his voice just loud enough for the women to hear. He caressed Jon's cheek, tilting 


Jon's face upward. 


Jon nuzzled against the familiar hand at his cheek and relaxed onto his heels, unable to answer because of the 


gag. 


"Do you know why you're here?" Richie asked, pulling his hand away suddenly caused Jon to swivel his head 
around, searching for the touch. He walked behind Jon and yanked on the bindings, testing their security and 
making Jon growl deep in his throat at the pain in his shoulders. 


"We are here," Richie intoned, not bothering to wait for an answer as he circled Jon again, sifting his fingers 
through his hair, touching him in various places on his body. His shoulders, his chest and nipples, his stomach 
and groin. "To demonstrate to your wife how well you behave as a submissive. How much you want to be a 


submissive. How much you need to be submissive." 

"But first," Richie roughly pushed Jon's head forward, throwing him off-balance somewhat. 

He unbuckled the gag from around Jon's head and untied the blindfold before stepping back, throwing the items 
on the chair behind him. Jon inhaled sharply and lowered his head against the sudden burst of light into his 
eyes, blinking until they adjusted. He slowly raised his head and saw Master Richie standing before him. 
"Welcome to The Red Room, my Beastie," Richie said, affording Jon a moment to look around as he walked 
behind him. Lowering himself to Jon's level, Richie quickly dispensed with the bindings around Jon's wrists and 


ankles. "Before you ask, your wife is safe. Beauty is taking good care of her" 


Ashleigh heard Dot's scoff at the pet name. "Masters usually give their submissives pet names," she explained. 
"Some are more affectionate than others. My Master had given me mine before he came up with one for Jon" 


"Typical Sambora to make it cheesy," Dot mumbled to herself. 


Their attention was drawn back to the two men. Richie had retrieved Jon's cuffs from the table beside his 


chair and stood, once more, in front of his submissive, holding the cuffs so Jon could see them. 


"Beastie," he said. "Before we begin with today's lesson, | would like to start with reaffirming my promise to 
you. Do you understand?" 


Jon briefly looked into the gloom before turning his attention back to his Master and nodded with a clear, "Yes, 
Sir" 


"Jon, my friend, my brother, my lover..Do you accept me as your Master? | vow to break your will. | will 
destroy your body until | control you: mind and body. You will obey my every command and accept any 
punishment, should you disobey.” 

Richie placed one cuff around Jon's wrists and fastened it. 

Ashleigh felt Dot stiffen beside her at the words Richie was incanting. 

"| vow | will worship you, every minute piece of you, as | put you back together. Always know this, | will be 
your safe haven in the very storms that we create together." He then took Jon's other wrist and fixed the 


second buckle. 


"Jon, do you submit to me and agree to wear my ownership symbols for all to see?" he finished, holding Jon's 


wrists. 

"Yes, Master," Jon acknowledged and Dorothea groaned softly. 
"Are you okay?" Ashleigh asked, kindly. 

"They're almost wedding vows," Dot muttered. 


"Uh-huh," she replied. "Just as important too, in this kind of relationship. It's about the Dominant caring for 
their submissive. Mind, body and soul." 


Ashleigh could feel the uncomfortableness of the older woman but turned her attention back to what was 
unfolding across the room. You can't force someone to open their mind to new ideas, Ashleigh concluded, so 
she would bide her time for the next point that would need explaining. 

"Do you remember your traffic light system, Beastie?" Master Richie asked. 


"Traffic lights?" Dot whispered to Ashleigh as Jon acknowledged that he did. 


"Safewords are used to alert the Dominant of their submissive's state of mind or pain threshold," Ashleigh 
explained. "A simple traffic light system is best. It's a mandatory system within this club and easy to 


remember for beginners. Red for stop, yellow for slow down and green.well, that's self-explanatory, | hope. 


Though, in the outside world, it could be any word." 

"But what happens if they're gagged like Jon was?" 

"Wait a moment," Ashleigh said, pointing over to the two men. 

"And do you have your gestures, Beastie?" 

"Yes, Sir. Clicking my fingers..three times to stop," Jon said and Richie nodded, petting Jon on the head. 
Ashleigh smiled over at Dot, who acknowledged her with a nod. 

"And if your hands are bound?" 

"rll hum Prayer , Master," Jon said. 


"Very good, Beastie," Richie acknowledged. He resumed his pacing around Jon "I accept your safewords and 
gestures. | will also use the traffic lights but my gesture will be Bad Medicine. |s this clear, Beastie?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon nodded. 


"Good," Richie nodded, stopping in front of Jon. "You've pleased me so far with your wait position Let's run 
through some of the others. There may have been some that were missed and if that is the case, then 


Beauty will be punished at a later date. Did you hear that, my Beauty?" 


"Yes, Master," Ashleigh said in a strong voice, shifting on the seat beside Dorothea in anticipation, knowing that 


she had missed a few basic positions when schooling Jon 
Richie nodded and returned his attention to Jon. "Stand" 


Jon pushed from the floor and stood at ease, his hands holding the opposing elbows behind his back. Jon held 
his spine straight and his head held high but his eyes were lowered in deference. 


"Well done, Beastie," Richie praised his submissive. "| want you to memorise these hand movements too. There 
may come a time that | won't be able to give verbal commands. This is Listen, don’t speak " Richie held his 


hand up in a universally known number one. 


"This is Come and stand here immediately " He pointed one finger to the ground in front of him, the gesture 


the opposite to the previous command, his palm facing out. 


" Sit." Richie pointed to the ground with his thumb and first finger, whilst the others curled into his palm. Jon 
dropped to sit on the floor but immediately seemed confused as to where to place his hands and legs. He 


glanced up briefly at his Master, silently asking for guidance. 


"Cross your legs. Hands palm up on your knees," Richie instructed quietly. He watched as Jon moved to comply 


before calling more loudly, "That's one, my Beauty." 
"Yes Master," Ashleigh replied promptly. 
"He's treating him like a dog!" Dorothea hissed beside her. 


"It probably seems that way, yes," Ashleigh nodded. "But its also dropping Jon down slowly and safely into 


subspace, allowing his consciousness to cede control to someone else.” 


" Kneel * Master Richie indicated downwards with his first two fingers together, his palm facing Jon, giving Jon 


time to follow the command. 

Jon moved back onto his knees and placed his hands, palm up, on his lap, waiting expectantly. 

"This," Richie said, indicating with the crossing of his first two fingers, "is Silence until | say you can speak." 
Richie dropped his hand down in the kneel signal once more, then separated his two fingers and said, "This 

is Spread." Again Jon hesitated and looked up at His Master for clarification. "The count is now two, Beauty,’ 
Richie called before returning his attention to Jon. Repeating the hand signal he instructed, " Kneel with your 


legs spread, arms locked behind your back and eyes down " 


Jon shuffled to do as instructed. Richie made him wait for what seemed like an eternity before saying, "Eyes 
ahead." 


He strolled around Jon, drawing out the tension in the room. He moved away into the gloom just beyond where 
Jon knelt. There was a sudden bloom of light in the dark space. Richie's presence had turned on a bank of 


movement-activated recessed ceiling lights, highlighting an array of dildos and butt plugs. 


Seeming to consider choosing one, Richie picked one or two from the shelf, testing their weight in his hand, 


deliberately turning to have them seen by everyone in the room 

"Would you like me to fuck you with one of these, Beastie?" 

"They leave dildos here?!" Dot asked, horrified. "Is that even sanitary?!" 

"Everything is thoroughly sterilised after each occupant," Ashleigh said. "Toys are put through a special wash 
or thrown out if they're too damaged, bedding is changed, hard surfaces wiped with disinfectant and if there 


are any carpets, like in this room, they're sprayed first then steamed clean 


"Who does all that work?" the brunette asked. 


"The minions you saw earlier," Ashleigh replied. "Submissives that like to serve. They don't usually do it for 
sexual gratification but there are times that they are rewarded for their service." 


For the time being, Dorothea seemed satisfied with her answer. Richie moved on to the next display, activating 
the lights to the larger display of paddles, floggers and whips as the previous one winked out, leaving it in 


darkness again like an erotic ghostly spectre. 

"Are these of interest to you, Beastie? Hmm? Would you like me to use them on you one day?" Richie asked, 
choosing a flexible bamboo cane from the display and swishing in through the air, making it whistle with each 
sweep. 

"Oh god," Dorothea breathed, "You have to be joking." 

"There are no jokes allowed in a scene," Ashleigh commented. “Especially with those." 


"But how can anyone enjoy..that?l" Dot gasped. 


"Well now, my Master's Beastie is clearly enjoying the idea," Ashleigh said archly, encouraging Dot to look as 
her husband's body indicated his interest in Richie's tour of the room's accessories. 


Richie chuckled darkly as Jon had nowhere to hide his burgeoning arousal. He stalked back to Jon and indicated 
four fingers, held together, downward. " Hands and knees |" 


Jon moved his arms from behind his back, dropping forwards to place his palms on the floor and raising his 
ass off his heels. 


Richie watched as Jon settled into the new position before sighing and calling out, "That's two more, Beauty." 
Jon risked a quick look at his Master, clearly confused as to what he had done wrong. 


"I gave you the hands and knees instruction Beastie, not the spread hands and knees . Your knees should be hip- 
width apart and your hands shoulder-width." Richie watched as Jon hurriedly shuffled into the requested pose. 


"That's better." Richie took a moment to pat Jon's head before continuing, "But when you are instructed to get 
on your hands and knees you are expected to turn your ass towards you Master, Beastie." Richie had to stifle 
a quick grin as horrified realisation flashed over Jon's features. "Now, my Beastie," Richie instructed again as 
he repeated the gesture, " Hands and knees |" 


This time Jon successfully positioned himself, facing away from both his Master and, exactly as Richie had 
intended, the sofa where Dot and Ashleigh sat. As Richie stepped around his submissive, tapping hands and 
knees into the precise position he required, the two ladies were afforded a clear view of Jon's ass and the 
dribble of precum that slowly dripped to the floor from his hardened cock. 


Ashleigh could feel Dot's agitation as she shifted restlessly on the couch. 

Is hot, right?!" Ashleigh murmured, moving closer to the older woman. "Seeing your partner in such a 
vulnerable position? And clearly enjoying it, too. | know | am..and | know you are, too." Ashleigh brushed her 
fingers along Dot's shoulders and beneath her hair and felt the older woman tremble beneath her fingers. 


| have no idea what you're talking about," Dot said, with a shake of her head. 


"Oh now, c'mon, Dot," Ashleigh murmured, shifting closer and pressing her breasts against the woman's arm. "I 


can smell your arousal.and | like it. H's sweet and earthy..l'd love to try it sometime." 

"l-1." Dot stammered. 

"You can't deny it, can you?" Ashleigh persisted, leaning forward to speak softly into the other woman's ear, 
making her hair puff with each word as her fingers swirled against the nape. "I bet those baby hormones are 
making you crazy horny right now. Under that dress, I'm guessing your panties are getting.wet?! Or are you 


not wearing any.like me." 


Ashleigh smiled to herself at her wickedness as she turned back to watch the two men but didn't bother to 


move away from her. 


A sharp crack of flesh on flesh filled the void when Richie let loose with a firm spank of his hand on Jon's ass. 
The submissive Jon groaned loudly and his ass grabbed greedily at nothing, seeking some kind of relief. 


"You're making a mess, Beastie," Master Richie said. "You know what happened last time you made a mess. You 


may answer me." 

"Yes, Sir," Jon breathed. 

"What did you have to do, Beastie?" 

| had to clean up my mess, Sir." 

"With what?" Richie asked, placing his foot on Jon's shoulder. 

"My tongue, Sir." 

"Then get to it," Richie said, giving him a shove backward, sending Jon back onto his heels. 


Dot gasped, yet squirmed a little further down into the seat and Ashleigh bit her lip to stifle the smirk that 
threatened to appear. 


Jon tried to bend his body into a position to do as he was instructed but couldn't quite reach. "May | move, 
Master?" 


"You may," Richie nodded and Jon moved backward a little on his knees before leaning over to clean the patch 


of fluid from the floor. 
"l-'ve kissed that mouth," Dot exclaimed involuntarily. Ashleigh couldn't help a small giggle bubble up. 


"And you'll be kissing it again.real soon," she replied. "Maybe even other mouths, too." She bit her lip when Dot 
turned to face her. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Hello friends... 


Here we are again.so it must mean it's the weekend! 
So..lets find out how Dorothea is coping, shall we?! 


Have fun, stay safe, mask up, get vaccinated.. 


J 


Chapter 4 
Dot POV 


Dot felt Ashleigh's breath ghost over her ear and she couldn't deny the thrill that chased through her at the 
underlying threat. Or would it be a promise? The warmth of the woman's body beside her was seeping through 
to her bones, chasing away the chill that had settled over her since she walked into the room. 


It was comforting and..a little exciting if she was honest with herself. She had never felt at ease with the 
thought of multiple partners because she could never be sure that they weren't there just for Jon. There 
was always that small portion of self-doubt when it came to feeling as though she just wouldn't hold up 
against some of the women who vied for her husband's attention. She often wondered why he'd chosen her, 


and stayed with her, out of all the women that threw themselves at him. 


"Enough!" Richie said, drawing her back out of her head, even though her eyes had been glued in abject 
fascination to her husband licking the floor clean. Jon sat back on his heels and Dot noticed the look of 
satisfaction and happy eagerness that settled on Jon's face. It baffled her how being figuratively led around by 
the nose could make him happy let alone turned on to the degree that he so obviously was. 


"We're going to run through those signals again," Richie said. "This time though, Beastie, you'll be racking up 
punishments as Beauty has done. Do you understand me?" 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied. 


Richie wandered into the sensor of the next bank of lights, triggering it and illuminating the larger pieces of 
play equipment. 


To Dot's inexperienced eye, they looked like torture pieces. There is a large wooden cross with manacles on top 
and bottom, some kind of bench or table with leather straps of various sizes and intervals, and some chain 


system hanging from the ceiling. 


"My first meeting with Richie, | was hooked from the ceiling. Naked except for the remote control vibrator 
he'd given me to wear all day," Ashleigh offered softly but the heat in her voice was clearly evident, as was 
the increase in her breathing rate and the subtle movement against her side. The other woman's fingers in 


Dot's hair, which were gently grazing against the sensitive skin on her neck, were starting to take effect. 


"Starting from the top, Beastie," Richie said. Jon had stumbled on the same one as before. "That's one apiece, 
my pretties.” 


‘lm sorry, Master," Jon said as Ashleigh acknowledged in the affirmative. 


"Don't apologise. Do better," Master Richie said. "That's another for you, Beastie. | trust you're both keeping 


count of your punishments, my pretties." 
"Yes, Sir," both answered within moments of each other before Richie continued with Jon's training. 


Dot mentally stopped for a moment and recognised that she was becoming turned on by her surroundings. It 
shocked her. Dragging in a shaky breath, she turned her gaze toward Ashleigh who smiled at her, sucked her 
bottom lip between her teeth before gently pressing her lips to Dots as her hand at her neck held firm. 


Dot pulled back in shock and Ashleigh licked her lips, a smirk sliding over them as she did so. "Don't be ashamed 
of what your body is telling you, Dot. It's okay to give in to your carnal side now and again" Ashleigh reached 
for Dot's hand and placed it on her thigh, giving her a silent cue. She tried to snatch her hand back but 
Ashleigh held it firmly, saying, "It's okay to touch me.if you want to, of course." She released the hold on Dot's 
hand. Surprising herself, Dot left it where it was. 


Richie ran through the signals multiple times until Jon was sweating and breathing heavily, increasing the 
swiftness of the moves, which also meant that the punishments were racking up with each fumble or timing 


issue. Eventually, Master Richie called a halt to the training, leaving Jon in the spread position. 


Dot watched as Richie moved the chair closer to Jon, more to the middle of the room, placing it facing side on 
to where the women sat. He then removed his shirt, folding it neatly and placing it on the side table, leaving 
him in only the black pants. She was curious as to what was going to happen next that would require Sambora 


to take clothes off. 


"What is your tally, Beastie?" he asked, taking a seat as he stretched his arms and hands as though preparing 
to play his guitar. 


"Fifteen, Master." 


Fifteen! Fifteen basic errors," Richie said. "Beauty?! Your tally, please?" 
"Twenty, Master," Ashleigh called out, sounding somewhat gleefully. 


"Add five more for sounding so enthusiastic about it," Richie grumbled and Dot felt a shiver run through 
Ashleigh's body. 


"Thank you, Master," the blonde replied. 

Dot was about to ask Ashleigh something but Richie's next command to her husband stopped her. 

"Beastie! Crawl to me for your punishment,” Richie indicated to the spot beside his chair that was visible to 
the couch. "You will receive a spank to each cheek for each indiscretion That will be a total of thirty spanks. 
Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Master," Jon replied. 

"Up," Richie commanded, patting his leg. 

To Dot's enthrallment, Jon climbed slowly up and braced himself across the guitarists lap, with his ass, as 
before, shown to the audience. Richie nudged Jon into place, tapping his legs open into the correct position, 
getting them both comfortable. Dot was so preoccupied that she hadn't even noticed that Ashleigh had picked 


up her hand and started to nibble on her fingers. 


Richie had been free-roaming his hands over Jon's body, some gentle caresses but mostly a little more firm 


especially over his cheeks and down the back of his thighs in readiness of the imminent punishments. 

"I want you to count them, Beastie, and thank your Master for each one," Richie said. "Do you understand?" 
"Yes, Sir" 

"Remember to use your traffic lights at any stage you feel like you've had enough." 

"Yes, Sir," Jon replied 

"And always remember how much | love you," Richie said, after turning Jon's face to his. 

"Thank you, Master," Jon replied. 

Richie smoothed his hands over Jon's ass, squeezing the muscles to loosen them and dissipate some of Jon's 


anxiety. Curling his left arm over Jon's back, Richie drew back his dominant right arm and left a resounding 


clap of his hand on one cheek with a swift swipe. 


Jon shifted in surprise and involuntarily grunted when the first spank landed squarely on his rump. 

"One," he said "Thank you, Master” 

"Good!" Richie praised. "Just like that, Beastie" He drew his hand back again and landed it on the other cheek 
"Two. Thank you, Master. 


Richie continued with another two sets, soothing the sting of his hand with a gentle touch whilst Jon voiced his 
count and gratitude before he ramped up the intensity of the hits. 


Jon's creamy, untanned skin had a pretty blush to it now and the imprints of Richie's hands could be clearly 
seen by Dorothea. 


"Doesn't his ass look pretty now?" Ashleigh murmured before delicately licking in between her fingers. Dorothea 
felt her breath hitch and turned her attention from her husband to the woman beside her. Ashleigh cast her 


green eyes to hers, looking up through her lashes as her tongue touched the sensitive webbing. 


Dot's mouth dropped open to a silent Oh as Ashleigh drew her forefinger into her mouth as the crack of 
Richie's hand on flesh and her husband's moans that she knew so well, created an erotic sensory overload and 


she felt herself moisten. She shifted on the couch, embarrassed at the strength of her sudden arousal. 


"Watch them," Ashleigh said, shifting the hair from Dot's shoulder and dropping a kiss to the point of it. "Jon is 
dropping further into his subspace as the pain increases. His mind is on nothing other than the next strike of 
his Master's hand" She rested her chin on Dot's shoulder as she threaded her words with liquid silver making 
them enticing enough to want more. "Notice how the pink is turning red now? His need for release is going to 
be intensified with each blow. | bet he's hard and aching right now. | know for me, the heat pools deep in my 
stomach and my clit throbs for attention.just as Jon's cock will be." 


"He's getting used to the sting and the pain about now," Ashleigh continued. "Master will be reading his body 
language, looking for the signs. Wiggling, failing to follow the count..things like that will earn you more 
punishment. Keeping too still will also work against you though. Master will increase the severity of his 


punishments. Its a fine line..but an unconscious line. Master is taking Jon's inexperience into account though." 
"Twenty," Jon groaned, his reply strangled through his teeth. "Thank you..Master," he panted. Both men were 
slick with sweat, their muscles glistening under the downlights and strands of hair were clinging to Richie's 


neck. 


"Very good, Beastie," Richie said. "You're doing very well, baby. Only ten more to go." Richie ran his hands over 
the hot, abused flesh making Jon's legs shake. "What colour are you at?" 


"Thank you, Master," Jon said, breathing heavily. "Yellow, Master. I'm at level yellow." 


"A short break then, | think,” Master Richie informed Jon. "We'll have to build on your stamina over time, 


Beastie." 


"| do like this dress. Did | mention that?" Ashleigh said as her fingers followed the clasp at her neck around her 


shoulder and down her arm, brushing against the side of her breast. 


Dot drew in a shaky breath as her nipples hardened and the moisture between her legs seeped through to the 
fabric beneath her. 


‘Its the perfect cut for..easy access," Ashleigh's silken voice rippled through Dot as she battled within herself. 
Watching her naked husband at the mercy of his best friend while this new addition in Richie's life, as 
intelligent and attractive as she was, was making Dot question her long-held standards and beliefs about what 


makes a happy marriage. 


"Please, Master," Jon pleaded as Richie brutally spread Jon's cheeks, exposing his grasping ring of muscle, 
blowing his hot breath against it. 


"Please what, Beastie?" 
"T-ngh..touch me..please," he begged. 


"Only because you've behaved so well, baby," he said, drawing back to gather a mouthful of saliva. Richie spat 
the glistening fluid between Jon's ass and smoothed it over the rosy pucker. 


Even Dot couldn't hold back the small moan as she watched Richie press his thumb against her husband's 
entrance and she certainly held no resistance as Ashleigh gently turned her head with a fingertip against her 


chin moments before pressing her lips against hers. 


Ashleigh nibbled at her mouth, touching her tongue against the seam of Dots mouth, asking politely for 
entrance, while she felt herself being pushed back against the couch cushions. Ashleigh's slight weight, 
different to Jon's and different to any other lovers she's had over the years, settled over her. 


"Such a greedy little asshole," Richie chided as he pressed against the resistance. "Does your wife know how 
greedy your ass is? Does she know how much you love being touched here? Do you ask her to fuck you with 


her fingers?" 
"N-no, Master," Jon whimpered. 


"You've not told her?" Richie questioned, this thumb continuing to circle, randomly pressing harder and harder. 
"| would say she knows now, Beastie, how much of a slut you are for anal play." Richie peered over toward the 
couch at the two women. "And by the looks of it, your pretty bride is enjoying watching you get your ass 
whooped by your Master. Or is it me playing with your greedy hole?" 


Even though Dot had known Richie for as long as Jon had, and had been witness to his powers of seduction 
with starlets and fans alike, this was the first time she'd been on the periphery of it aimed at her..especially 
with Ashleigh's combined assault on her system. She hated to admit it but her resolve to stay neutral 
throughout all of this was slowly crumbling as she tentatively opened her mouth to the woman above her. The 
kiss was brief but had Dorothea's head spinning as she felt a brush of fingers over her already-sensitive 


hormone-charged ripples. 


"Give me your arms, Beastie. Your break is over," Richie said. Jon struggled with his balance for a moment 
after placing them behind his back. Richie held Jon's wrists firmly in one strong hand and instructed, "Resume 
your count" With a lightring-bolt fast arm, Master Richie's palm struck with severity at the already bruised 


and reddened cheeks of the subservient man over his lap. 
"Argh!" Jon groaned. "T-twenty one," he panted. "Thank you, M-Master." 


The crack of palm against cheek rang through the muffled air as a cool hand slipped beneath Dots skirt, 
trailing up her thighs to the lace edge of her panties. As her husband counted off the final few strikes, 
Dorothea felt Ashleigh cup her mound, humming against her mouth at the way Dot involuntarily let her legs 
fall open a little. 


Ashleigh pulled back a little, hovering over Dot as her middle finger found her cleft hidden beneath the sodden 
fabric and just rested it there. 


"Oh..." Dot breathed as Ashleigh tapped her finger lightly against the swollen bundle of nerves almost in sync 
with Richie's strikes. The pretty blonde above her smiled, not in a conceited or contrived way, but genuinely 
pleased with what was happening. 


"You're so responsive,” Ashleigh murmured, stilling her tapping fingers but drawing Dot's bottom lip between 
her teeth and biting gently, humming when, embarrassingly for Dorothea, she felt the heat and moisture 
increase. She couldn't help herself, she reached for the woman's arm and ran her hand down the fine muscles 


of her arm, stopping where it disappeared beneath her skirt. 


"Pl-please...," Dot breathed. She arched up unconsciously, seeking more contact, needing more as her body 


betrayed her self-control. 


Its not mine to take, baby," the blonde said softly against Dot's cheek. She withdrew her hand from beneath 
Dot's skirts and brought it to her mouth, suckling on the middle finger. 


"Twenty..nine," Jon ground out. "Th-thank you.Master." 
Richie's final blow struck sound and true and Jon cried out before uttering his last number and gratitude. 


Ashleigh looked over to the two men and smiled. "Guess its my turn shortly," she said, eagerly. 


Richie had released his hold on Jon's wrists and was currently helping him to the floor, holding him close. Both 
men were slick with sweat, damp tendrils of hair clinging to their skin Jon's face was a mixture of pain and 


happiness, whilst Richie radiated pride and loving concern. 
"Beauty!" Master Richie called. "How is our guest?" 
"Delicious, Master," Ashleigh replied, sending Dorothea a wink. 


Richie stood, leaving Jon kneeling at his feet, and looked down in consideration at his sub. He stepped over to 


one of the displays, chose a set of fasteners with a small chain between the two and moved back to Jon. 
"Come, Beauty" Master Richie called, indicating to the floor in front of him. 


Ashleigh breathed deeply once, then rose from the couch. Dot watched the woman walk, cat-like, to Richie 
before kneeling gracefully and settling into the wait position beside her husband. 


"Listen closely, my pretties,’ Richie instructed. “Beastie, your wife has been entertained by Beauty. | believe the 
show needs completion. You will continue to service your wife using just your mouth, teeth and tongue. You will 


not stop until | say so. Do you understand me?" 
Dot moaned softly to herself but could not deny the sudden surge in her level of desire. Her pussy wept 
copiously in anticipation If there was one thing Jon knew how to do, and do well, was to perform cunnilingus like 


a champ. 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied quickly, the minute curl of his lips and the happy bounce of his cock were the only 
indication of his eagerness. 


"Beauty," Richie continued. "For our guest's comfort, you will accompany Beastie and affix the remaining 


fastener securely before returning to me for your punishments. Is this clear, Beauty?" 

Dot was surprised and, yes, touched that Richie had afforded her a little consideration 

"Yes, Master," Ashleigh replied, almost purring 

"Good" Richie nodded. He stepped behind Jon and loosely looped the chain around his neck, fixing the fasteners 
into a temporary leash. "Beauty, stand and take this one to his woman. Make sure he is set at his task before 


returning.’ 


"Yes, Master," Ashleigh said, rising gracefully from her knees, accepting the small length of chain he was 


holding. 


"Go slowly and don't tug too hard on the chain," Richie instructed in a slightly gentler tone. "We can't have any 


vocal cord injuries." 


"Yes, Master," Ashleigh said and gave the leash a gentle tug to spur Jon into moving. 


Dorothea watched her husband crawling on his hands and knees, being led around on a leash like a dog, towards 
her. She couldn't help but notice the absolute carnality of it all, let alone the hunger and desire on her 
husband's face when they came to a stop just in front of her. 


As Ashleigh removed the chain from around Jon's neck, she instructed him quietly to put his hands behind his 
back. After a flare of his nostrils and a deep inhale of breath, Dot swore she heard Jon growl and bare his 
teeth slightly in a primal snarl as Ashleigh buckled his hands together behind his back 


Ashleigh straddled Dorothea's legs for a moment, bending at the waist, presenting her ass to Jon, and 
whispered in her ear. "Use him. Let him serve you. Your pleasure is his pleasure. If he serves you well, Master 
will allow for rewards later." With a sensual kiss to Dot's mouth, Ashleigh swung her leg over Jon's head and 


said to him, "You have your Master's instructions, Beastie. You may start." 
~ ew 
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Richie watched his Beauty lead Beastie away. He could swear she put an extra wiggle in her step just for him 


and he knew for sure that she was being a brat when she stuck her ass in Jon's face. 


The darkness of the room was more for Dorothea's sake than for his. He had wanted her to feel as safe and 
comfortable as possible and if that meant a measure of anonymity, then so be it. Even though he was 
occupied earlier with Jon and his tutorial, Richie had kept a close eye on how Dot had been reacting. He needn't 


have worried though as he saw Ashleigh move closer and closer, seducing his lover's wife. 


Jon bent to his task, kissing his wife's feet first, Richie saw his Beauty walk back to him and he felt the need 
like a kick in the gut. He shifted into position, legs at shoulder-width apart, arms crossed over his bare chest 
and clenched his jaw. He saw Beauty bite her lower lip as her eyes raked over him and the heat pooled heavily 
in his gut. 


She stopped in front of him and briefly looked into his eyes, into his soul, before gracefully lowering to her 


knees and bowing her head; his perfect submissive. "Your wishes have been carried out, Master." 


Richie glanced back over to the couple and noticed the progress. Satisfied, he petted the blonde hair, wrapping 
the length of her ponytail around his fist and tugged Beauty's head back. Her mouth fell open in a silent Oh and 
he bent to reward her with a deep and hungry kiss. 


"You have done well, my Beauty," Richie said once the kiss had ended. "But you still have punishments to be 


meted out. What is your count?" 


"Twenty-five, Master,” Ashleigh replied eagerly. 
"Careful, Beauty, lest you earn yourself more," Richie growled at her enthusiasm. 
"Yes, Master," she replied, slightly more subdued, and lowered her head. 


Richie wandered over to the display of toys and considered his choice, reaching into the pocket of his pants. 
"Did you wear your pink vibrator as | instructed, Beauty?" 


"Yes, Sir," she said, then moaned prettily when he tapped the button 


He chose a pretty pink soft leather flogger from the array and turned back to her. Ashleigh turned her eyes 
to him with a snap of his fingers, and Richie gave her the signal to stand and strip. "Leave the heels!" he 
growled when Ashleigh started to pull at the ties. 


She shimmied out of the fitted skirt and Richie licked his lips as the pink of the vibrator peeked out from 
between her legs. He tapped the button again and perversely watched her fumble slightly. His Beauty's mouth 
dropped open as a long exhale escaped from between her lips. Her hands trembled as she neatly folded her 
skirt, placing it on the ground beside her before reaching behind her neck to release the opening on the leather 


halter top and it soon joined the skirt on the floor, leaving her nude apart from her knee-high lace-up heels. 


Richie ran the thongs of the flogger through his hand as he waited patiently. He heard a cry come from the 
other side of the room and glanced over to see Jon's head buried beneath his wife's skirts and Dot arching 


back into the cushions. With a satisfied nod, Richie strode over to the bench and indicated for Beauty. 


Wordlessly, she followed and climbed onto the bench before Richie affixed the restraints making sure she was 


comfortable and secure. 


"Twenty-five lashes, my Beauty," he said, trailing the ends of the flogger over her skin. The evidence of their 
last play session at his sanctuary was finally starting to recede and he was eager to see his marks upon his 
submissive again. His cock bounced within its confines in agreement. "Not nearly enough for my liking but it will 


do for now." 


Richie stood between her legs and noticed how her sweet nectar was coating the vibrator curl that sat snugly 


against her clit. He bent to sip from her font and came up thirsty for more. 


God, this woman was getting under his skin so easily, almost as much as Jonny. He could see a clear future 
that could work well between the three of them.but it would be easier with Dot's approval and blessing. 


"Your instructions to Beastie at the Sanctuary were lacking, Beauty," he said, running his hands over her flanks, 


feeling the need to touch her. "But we'd already discovered that, didnt we?" 


"Yes, Master," she replied, breathless and squirming in anticipation. 


"Then we have your eagerness over your punishments," he continued. He glanced back into the darkened corner 
and saw that, despite his Beastie's fervent attention, Dot was watching everything they were doing with keen 
interest. 

Good , he thought. Time fo show her a well-trained submissive at play. 

"Do you wish to feel the sting of the lash, my pretty?" 


‘Oh, yes please, Master," Ashleigh groaned, pulling at her arms, goading him into adding more for her 
disobedience. 


Without any comfort or preamble, and with a flick of his wrist, Richie set off the first, relatively gently, strike 


against her relatively unmarked skin. 


"You know what is expected, Beauty." The first of many lashes softly tainted the creamy skin into a criss- 
cross of pretty red stripes. 


"Yes, Sir," she replied breathlessly. "One. Thank you, Sir." 

Richie bent and licked the hot stripes. Ashleigh moaned and wiggled her ass at him. 

"Such insolence," he said. "One would think you're looking to increase your punishments, my love." 

"Hmmm, | just want my reward, Master," Beauty replied. 

Richie pressed the button on the remote and chuckled softly whilst repositioning himself at her side. "Eager, 
impatient brats need to wait for their rewards and the longer my bratty Beauty delays her punishments, the 


longer it will take to receive your reward.” 


"Mmmm," Beauty whined as the vibrations, random in pattern and intensity, coursed through her. "I'll behave, 


Master. | promise." 
"Good. Then let us show our guest how a trained submissive plays, shall we?!" 
"Yes please, Master," Beauty replied. 


"Beastie?! Traffic light?!" he demanded, knowing that he was going to be putting the brakes on Dot's pleasure, 
judging by the utter abandon over her face which was replaced by surprise at the interruption 


"Green, Master!" his Beastie growled, muffled against flesh and fabric. 


"Good. Continue!" Richie ordered. 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied, returning his attention to his abandoned task. 


Richie smiled to himself before he inhaled deeply, the scent of arousal was heavy in the air. He drew back his 
arm and delivered the next volley of strikes while Beauty counted each one. 


He felt as though he was composing the most delicate of songs, each of the players were an integral part of 
the composition. Beauty's count, the lead part, became more tremulous, as did her body, as Richie's rhythmic 
onslaught gradually increased. Dot's moans provided the backing vocals and Jon's growls became the bassline, 
interweaving into his Master's steady beat. 


As with Jon, Richie paused after the twentieth strike to check on Beauty's welfare and also to give his own 
body a little time to recoup. He was aching. Both with the need for his release as well as his shoulders from 
the repeated action of the strikes. 

However, the sight of Beauty's creamy skin laced with angry red welts sent his Dominant heart soaring in pure 
joy. He let the flogger rest over her back as he moved to her head, squatting down in front of her, constantly 


aware of Dot's enthralled gaze observing his every move. 


Wiping away the tears from beneath her eyes, a natural reaction to the pain, but Richie knew by looking into 
her apple-green eyes that she was doing well. "What colour, my Beauty?" he asked, softly. 


"G-green, Master," she whimpered. "I n-need..you, M-master." 

This woman was his equal, in every way, and he felt blessed to have her in his life now. 

"And you shall have me soon, my love," he replied, leaning forward to kiss her deeply. When he pulled back, 
Richie looked over to the other couple. Jon's hips were moving unconsciously in a primal rhythm, seeking relief 


but receiving none. "Don't move," he said to the bound woman, kissing her quickly before rising. 


He approached the couch, announcing his arrival with a terse, "Enough." Jon stopped immediately and moved 


into his wait position whilst Dot scrambled to right herself. 


"Be at ease, Dot," Richie said in a softer tone. "I'm not here to embarrass you..this is all about him. Has my 


Beastie pleasured you to your satisfaction?" 


"Um..yeah..yes," Dot replied, her hands nervously brushing at her skirt and her hair. "Very much so." Richie 
could hear the embarrassment in her voice at being asked such an intimate question 


"Very good," Richie replied, kindly, before addressing Jon. "You have done well, my Beastie." 


"Thank you, Master," Jon said, turning his face to his Master. Richie noticed the sheen over his face and the 
satiated look regardless of how hard and needy his cock was. 


"You have earned your reward. | will unshackle you to take that reward as you see fit," Richie said. "Regardless 


of your choice, your wife is going to provide your aftercare this time. Do you understand me?" 


"Yes, Master," Jon replied eagerly, smiling at Richie, then Dot, as Richie dropped into a squat to unclip the 
fasteners from the cuffs. 


"Oh! l-I don't know-," Dot started to protest before Richie stopped her with just a look. 


"Darlin, when he's climaxed..and he's gonna have a sac full of cum to release after today. just do what you 
would normally do at home," Richie explained. "Hold him, praise him, kiss.whatever feels natural between the 
two of you. He needs to come out of his subspace at a gentle pace and he needs to feel safe as he's doing so. 
Does that make sense, Dottie?" 


"Uh. guess so, yeah," Dot replied. 


"Good," Richie said with a nod. He took her hand and kissed the backs of her fingers fondly. "I must say..you do 


look deliciously wanton like this," Richie said with a smirk, looking over his lover's wife. 


Richie turned his attention back to Jon. He placed his finger beneath Jon's chin, tilting his face so that their 
eyes met and held. 


‘lm so very proud of you, my Beastie," he said after a long moment of silent communication. "Consider this 
your first training exercise, completed. | release you to take your reward, my love." He dipped his head to take 


Jon's mouth in a deep, loving kiss, tasting Dot's sweetness on his lips and tongue. 


Jon whimpered into the kiss, bringing his hands up, clutching at Richie's arms, at his hair, greedily, desperately, 


seeking more and Richie gave him as much as he needed. 


Richie reached for Jon's wrists and pulled them from his hair, breaking the kiss at the same time. Holding Jon's 
hands together, he kissed the curled fingers and rested their foreheads together, waiting for Jon to calm a 
little. 


"Oh..shit..," Dot breathed beside them. 


Turning to look at Dot, Richie noticed that instead of the horror or disgust of seeing her husband kissing 
another man, he saw almost a shameless fascination. Interesting , he thought. This may not have been a wasted 
effort affer all He winked at Dot and sent her a smile. Kissing Jon's fingers again, he guided his hands toward 


Dot and indicated with his eyes for her to take them. 


"Make love to your wife, Beastie," Richie said, standing again. "| have my Beauty to take care of now." Feeling 
the devil riding his shoulder, he pulled on the tie holding his pants up and let them drop before walking naked 
back to Beauty's side. 


~ Ke 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
Good morning, my lovelies! 


| hope you're all well hydrated and in a comfortable spot with the air conditioning turned up ©® coz things 


are gonna get hot in here.. 
This one is for all the Master'Richie girls... 
Enjoy.. 
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Richie POV 


Temporarily relinquishing his Beastie into the arms and sweet, moist cunt between the legs of his wife, Richie 
strolled back to his Beauty. She turned her head his way, her apple-green eyes flashed, and his stomach flip- 
flopped so hard that it almost made him falter. 


"The lust in your eyes is unmistakable, my Beauty," he said. "It pleases me, greatly." 


Richie took his time to recentre himself, disguising the necessary pause as a visual welfare check on Beauty's 
restraints and her welts. Smoothing his hands over Beauty's back, he watched her twitch when his fingers 
found spots that his lashes had made most tender and sore to the touch. His middle finger slid easily between 
her cheeks, teasing the delicate rosy pucker above where her pussy was still hiding the vibrator. Sliding 
further down, he gripped the silicone carefully and firmly, pulling against the suction her body had created 
until it slipped free. 


Richie replaced the silicone with his fingers, slowly sliding the middle two into her slick heat. Beauty moaned 
prettily, shifting as she tried to look over her shoulder. Her sheath hugged his fingers welcomingly before he 
curled them downward, seeking the highly aroused patch of nerves within her. With barely a touch, he knew he 
had found the spot when Beauty bucked and gasped suddenly. Brushing his fingers over the spongy flesh in 
random patterns, Beauty's body responded by weeping her sweet, fragrant nectar over them. 


Reluctantly pulling his fingers from the warmth of her body and returning to where her head lay, Richie stood 
close, letting Beauty look at the object of her desire, his fully aroused cock, and noted the agitation course 
through her at the inability to take what she wanted. Beauty whimpered, licking her lips, as Richie offered her 


his fingers instead. She greedily took them into her mouth, licking and suckling them clean of her moisture. 


"Beautiful," Richie murmured, enthralled by the woman. "If you could see yourself as | see you now..bound by 
me, to me, craving complete possession by me. Be assured, my Beauty.| will take everything you want me to 


own. 


Richie released a shuddery breath and his cock throbbed, dancing about, impatient and jealous of the attention 
his fingers were getting. 


"My Beauty is eager for reward,’ Master Richie commented. He withdrew his fingers abruptly, saliva dribbling 
down Beauty's chin, wiping them on her face for good measure. "However, you haven't received all your 


punishment as yet. Something about that equation just doesn't add up..does it, Beauty?!" 

"Please, Master," she breathed, shifting and pulling on her restraints. 

"Please?! Please, what?!" he demanded, wrapping his hand around himself, stroking himself indolently. 

"More. | want more," Beauty pleaded. "Please Master, | want more of your punishment.” 

‘More you say," Master Richie said, running his free hand down Beauty's back, inspecting her as though she 
was the finest thoroughbred mare. "Your enthusiasm pleases me greatly, my Beauty." He retrieved the flogger 


from the floor where it had fallen and sent it swirling through the air with a flick of his wrist. "Then let us 


finish this in haste so that we both receive our reward." 


The flogger whistled as he brought it down onto her already bruised and marked ass and thighs. Beauty's cry 
spilled from her lips and her now-empty folds wept and clutched at the void. 


"Twenty..one..thank you, Master," Beauty said very carefully. 


"You remembered," Richie commented, readying to strike again. He purposefully did the next three in quick 
succession, barely allowing Beauty any time to respond. Unfortunately, the increasing intensity of his blows 
showed how close he was to losing the stronghold on his control. He was aching for her and was almost at the 


point of disregarding any remaining punishment. 
"T-twenty.four..," Beauty stuttered, her head lolling from side to side. "Thank you, Sir," she mumbled. 
With a growl, Richie barely let the ends of the flogger touch her skin for the final strike before tossing it to 


the chair. He quickly lined himself up with her sodden folds, sinking blissfully into the spasming wet heat with a 
single thrust. "Fuck!" he growled." My Beauty.’ 


Beauty inhaled sharply, gasping at the unexpected but sought-after intrusion. "Oh! Yessss.mmmm," she whined. 


Richie was shaken to his marrow. Feeling the gripping, greedy, feminine muscle surrounding him, pulling him into 
her molten core, he had to pause once he'd seated himself fully, shifting restlessly as he fought against the 
animalistic need to mate. Glancing briefly at his Beastie rutting into his wife, Master Richie had the urge to 


roar like an Alpha male lion claiming his Queen, and all that was within his territory, as his! 
Yes.. HS! 


He slowly drew back, however, the seductive siren-song of Beauty's cries lured him back in almost immediately. 
Moving slowly, ignoring Beauty's pleas for haste, he relinquished some of his tightly held control and let his 
body free, allowing his speed and rhythm to fall into a primal action as old as time itself. 


"You have no idea how much | crave you, my Beauty,” he murmured, anointing her back with hot, open- 


mouthed kisses. 

He'd been keeping aural tabs on his Beastie's progress and by the prayers to gods and goddesses for 
completion by his mate, Beastie had yet to fulfil his wife's desires. With the devil riding shotgun on his 
shoulder again and his body slipping and sliding through the slick womanhood of the person he was inevitably 
falling for, Richie smirked. 

"Listen for my command, my pretties,” he called out, smiling smugly when they both answered immediately in 
the affirmative. Richie allowed the curl of heat to work out from his gut, filling every molecule with desire, 


for he knew it wasn't just lust that filled him. 


Lust was brief, fleeting, uncaring about the body it sought or the soul within. Selfish and sharp. Greedy and 


insatiate. Weak and whimpering in comparison to desire. 


Desire and love walked hand in hand together, each made stronger by the other. They were the driving force 


of all life. Every creature wants to love, take a partner, a mate, and fulfil their heart and soul. 


Richie knew he loved Jon, and by default, Dorothea as well. He'd desired Jon almost from the first moment 
they met. The love for the younger man came shortly after. 


He desired Ashleigh greatly also, and with every waking moment, he was beginning to love her more. 


Was he lucky enough to have more than one soulmate? He believed that he was and that was all that 


mattered. The rest of the world could go take a flying fuck! 
"My pretties.cum for me," Richie commanded. 


King, Ruler, Monarch, Alpha of his domain; he was immediately answered with cries of release from his pride. 


Ashleigh tightened up around him, fluttering, gripping, milking him. The molten heat of her sweet nectar washed 
over his cock, dripping down his balls as he filled her with his cream. Pulse after sweet pulse vibrated through 
him as he disgorged himself of his life force and judging by the cries and grunts coming from the darkened 


corner, a similar event was happening between his Beastie and his mate. 


Eventually, Richie withdrew from Beauty's warmth with his legs trembling and his heart pounding, watching his 
slick cock emerge from the depths of his bound Beauty, covered in their combined juices. Moving quickly now, 
ignoring his body's need for rest, he released the shackles from Beauty's wrists and ankles, checking for any 


injuries. 
"Are you okay, my love?" he asked softly as he scooped Beauty into his arms. 


"Green, Master," Ashleigh murmured wearily, her arms looping around his neck before her head dropped to his 


shoulder. 


"Good," he replied, carrying her to the hidden door. Pressing his foot against it to release the catch and 
standing back for it to open, Richie said over his shoulder, "Beastie! Colour?" 


"Green.Master," came the mumbled reply. 


Richie easily recogrised the voice of a sleepy, post-coital Jon. "Your mate deserves a bed, Beastie. Join us. No 


arguments from either of you." 
"Yes, Master." 


Richie grunted in satisfaction when there was no complaint from Dorothea over his command, and stepped 
over the threshold into the bedroom. He stripped back the bedding after setting Beauty on her feet 


momentarily, his arm firmly around her waist to prevent her from falling. 


Laying her down in the soft bed and sitting beside her, he was about to start removing her boots and check 
for injuries when a soft exclamation of surprise from the doorway drew his attention. Jon, standing just inside 


the door, was similarly carrying Dot as he had been. Both were looking around in wonder. 
"Welcome," Richie said. "Please..make yourselves comfortable." He could sense Dot's unease, trying to hide in 


Jon's arms. "Embarrassment, or anything like that emotion, has no place here. We're all adults and can behave 


as such." 
"Please, Dorothea," Ashleigh called tiredly, holding out her hand. 
‘I-Im.1 don't..." Dot said shyly, as Jon kissed her temple. 


"Hush now, Beauty,” Richie said, rising from where he sat beside Ashleigh. He walked, unashamed of his 
nakedness, to the couple. Standing in front of Jon, Richie said, "Come with me, darlin’," and scooped Dorothea 


from Jon's arms. "Bed, Beastie. Help Beauty with her shoes." 


Richie took the startled woman, his best friend's wife, into the bathroom and closed the door, setting her on 
her feet. He took her face in his hands, searching her face, looking for any trace of anger or distress and 


finding none. 


"Thank you," he said, kissing her cheek. "Thank you for doing this. | know it was uncomfortable for you at first. 
Even now, probably," he cast a glance down at their combined nakedness, "but it will mean the world to Jon, 


knowing that you at least tried to understand." He paused to let that sink in 


"We both love him," he continued softly. "You know that! You should also know, then, that | would never hurt 
him beyond what he's capable of handling." 


"l-Im still not sure if | understand all of this," Dot finally found her voice, “but I'm willing to keep the 


discussion open" 
“That's all I'm asking, Dottie," Richie said, relieved, smiling, turning toward the shower stall. "Now..about that-." 
"Richie?!" 


"Hmm?" He turned back to see Dot standing, naked, her belly already showing a slight bump, wringing her hands 
nervously and looking very nervous. The woman he'd known for as long as he'd known Jon, his rival, if you will, 
for Jon's heart. 


'| need my husband," she said, a sheen of tears gathering in her eyes, "More than ever. Don't take him away 


from me.please." 


Compassion flooded through him and Richie drew the dark-haired woman into his arms, kissing her hair. "l 
would never do that deliberately, sweetheart. He loves you..he just needs something you can't provide..well.not 


yet. Maybe never, who knows. But perhaps we can agree to share the man we both love?" 

"L1 think so.maybe," Dot replied. "Can | have some time to think all of this through?" 

"Take as much time as you need," Richie replied, releasing his hold. "But right now, they both need their 
aftercare. Why don't you take a nice long, relaxing, hot shower then join us in bed? We'll discuss the future 
over dinner at my place." 

"Okay," Dot nodded with a small, unsure smile. 

"Good" Richie returned the smile. Quickly gathering a couple of washcloths and running them under the warm 


water, he left her to her thoughts and the shower. Opening the door of the bedroom he paused. Beauty was 
lying, facing away from the bathroom, hugging a pillow as Beastie traced his fingers over the welts and 


bruising. He padded over to the side of the bed behind his Beastie, and said in a gentle tone, "Beastie..kneel,” 
pointing to the bed in front of him. 


Both of his pets were startled, but it was Jon that shifted into the position in front of him. "Look at me, 
Beastie," he said and waited until Jon turned his face to him. What he saw was a happy, satisfied sub. Richie 


brushed Jon's hair from his face and smiled, "How are you feeling, my Beastie?" 
"lm feeling good, Master," Jon said, earning himself a kiss from his Master. "Um.how is Dot?" 


"She's okay," he replied. "She's thinking while she takes a shower. By the way, you're both coming back to my 
place for dinner tonight" 


"Master?" Jon said. 


"Yes, my pretty?" 
"Did | do well?" he asked bashfully. 


"You were perfect, my love," Richie replied with a soft smile. "Stand up so that | can clean you. By then your 


mate should be done and you can both nap before it's time to leave." 
"But I'm not tired, Master," Jon almost scoffed as he stood from the bed 


"You'll do as you're told," Richie said, wiping Jon's face and neck roughly with the damp cloth, before moving 
down his body, cleaning away the sweat from every nook and cranny, finally kneeling at Jon's feet, anointing the 


now-flaccid dick with a kiss once he'd finished washing him down. 


"Into bed," Richie said, rising from his knees as Jon settled reluctantly into the pillows, the bathroom door 
opened. "Perfect timing, Dottie.” He held his hand out to the shy woman wrapped in a fluffy white robe. 


"Remember what | said earlier about aftercare?" 

"Yes," she nodded, hesitantly walking forwards and shyly taking the offered hand. 

"Good," he nodded. "| need to see to my Beauty now. Beastie needs to nap regardless of what he says. Think you 
can handle that?" Richie was aware of Jon's eyes on them both but chose to ignore him, temporarily turning 


his sole concentration Dorothea's way. 


She nodded and Richie, tugging on the tie of the robe, asked, "I don't think you need this, do you?" He slid his 
fingers through the knot and stepped behind her to slide the covering from her shoulders. 


Jon held his hand out to his wife, who almost dived beneath the covers. Richie kept a close watch as Jon 
snuggled into Dot's arms and started sharing soft, tender kisses. "Sleep," he reminded them. 


Satisfied for the moment, he dropped the robe across the end of the bed and moved to where Beauty lay 
quietly listening to the exchange, waiting patiently for her turn. Richie sat on the edge of the bed beside her. 
"My Beauty," he murmured, caressing her cheek as she nuzzled, kittenclike, into his hand. 


"Did | please you, Master?" she asked. 
"Very much so, my love," Richie replied. "I'd waited all day to have you like that." 


"How did you know | was going to misbehave?" Beauty asked, coyly, running her fingers over his thigh, 
seemingly fascinated with how the soft hair moved against her touch. 


Richie chuckled, booping her on the nose. "You, my love," he said, "are insatiable..and | love it." He waited a 


moment, proceeding in a softer voice. "I'm falling hard for you, Ashleigh." 


Her green eyes flared at the admission before softening, a small smile gracing her lips. 


"But this is not the time to talk about that. Let me check that fine ass of yours." He reached for the first aid 
supplies, readily available in each room; miniature tubes of skin lotions and antiseptic pain relief and small 


packages of sterile gauze, bandages and gloves. 


Ashleigh shifted to her belly to allow Richie to clean and administer soothing balms and antiseptic before 
covering the worst of her injuries with band-aids. By the time Richie had finished bathing Ashleigh and tending 
to her wounds, Jon was emitting soft snores and, when he looked over, Dorothea's face had softened into sleep 
too. He smiled fondly at the couple and hoped that today hadn't been a wasted effort in securing their 


happiness and well-being. 


Ashleigh pushed up into a sitting position, somehow knowing what he was thinking. "I have a feeling everything 
will be okay, baby," she whispered before touching her lips to his. "Come, my love. Hold me like they are and 
rest. A Master needs his rest, too.” 


Ashleigh laid back down, moving close to Jon, tucking herself around him as Richie set an alarm to sound in an 
hour and curled in behind his Beauty. He buried his nose against the skin of her neck and felt the lure of 


sexually and emotionally satiated sleep almost immediately. 
~ ew 


The alarm was due to sound off in about ten minutes but Richie was already awake, unable to sleep deeply 
after the initial slip toward unconsciousness. His mind simply refused to stop analysing the previous hours, 
making sure that he'd followed as many protocols as possible for Jon's training. Granted, having Dottie there 
was unusual, as was pointed out to him by his Mistress when he was explaining the plan, but he was certain it 
was going to be instrumental in helping her to understand and hopefully come to terms with this unusual 


situation. 


There was no way he was going to negate the emotional or physical bond between himself and Jon now unless 
things went completely awry. But he also knew how much his family meant to Jon and if this exercise meant 
that his soulmate was a happier husband to his wife and father to his children, then it was worth it. He just 
needed Dottie to see the positives rather than the negatives. 


He sat on the side of the bed, waiting for the alarm when he felt Ashleigh stir behind him, then the warmth 


of her body pressed against his back, followed by her arms looping across his shoulders. 
"Hey, handsome," Ashleigh whispered, kissing his cheek. 


Richie felt some of his weariness subside and the tension leave his shoulders with her touch. He twisted a 


little to seek out her lips, needing her sweet taste. "Hey, yourself, baby," he replied. 
"Did you not sleep?" she asked, still whispering. 


He sighed, shaking his head in the negative. "Not a lot." He tapped the side of his head. "Too much happening up 
here it seems." 


Ashleigh squeezed him tighter and made a sympathetic noise. 
"Anyway, we should make a move," he said a little louder than before. He prised her arms from around his 
neck, kissing her palm. "Go shower, darlin’. I'll wake these two then let the desk know that we'll be vacating 


soon." 


"It will be okay, Rich," Ashleigh said reassuringly as he helped her from the bed. She kissed him before walking 


into the bathroom and readied the shower. 


Richie smiled after her before climbing back onto the bed beside Jon. Gently shaking him, Richie said, "C'mon, 


babe, time to wake up." Jon's eyes fluttered open, revealing the clear blue he knew so well. 

Jon grunted, frowning slightly, looking between Richie and his wife and Richie could pinpoint the moment that 
the memory of today flooded Jon's brain with imagery. "Master?!" Jon said, scrubbing his hand over his face 
to wake up. 


"Not right now. It's just me, baby," Richie said, smiling. "Thought you said you weren't tired?" 


Jon chuckled, jostling Dot awake. She looked around with a similar confused look before gasping and pulling the 
covers higher with a groan. Jon kissed his wife's hair, cuddling her closer as he chuckled again. 


"I think we've all moved past the embarrassment stage, Dottie, don't you?" Richie commented. "Will you look at 


me, please?" 


Jon shifted slightly, curious now, as his wife emerged from beneath the covers to look at Richie. 


He smiled when the familiar, but wary face appeared. "Thank you," Richie said. "I just want you to know that 
whatever happened here today.will never leave the four of us. You don't have to be embarrassed about what 


you saw or what we saw of you. We're all adults, right?!" 
"IFs going to take a while for me to get used to," the dark-haired woman said blandly. 


"Understandable," Richie nodded. "Well. | need to make a phone call to reception, so I'll leave you both to shower 
when Ashleigh's finished or get dressed. I'll bring your clothes in, darlin” 


"Where are my clothes, Rich?" Jon asked, sitting up. "| might have a quick shower after Ash." 
"l'Il get them too, babe," he replied, leaning forward and naturally kissing Jon on the mouth. 


Feeling Dot's eyes on them, Richie turned to her and saw nothing much other than curiosity, maybe. Gone was 


the hostility from the previous dinner together. 


Leaning over Jon, Richie kissed Dot in the same manner as Jon, surprising her. She may not be one of his 
submissives but that didn't mean she should be denied equal love and attention. Rising to his feet in the middle 
of the bed, oblivious to his nakedness, he wobbled his way to the edge and jumped off, landing on the floor with 


a small bounce. 


Walking into the main room, Richie retrieved Dorothea's dress and underwear from where they laid beside the 


sofa before finding Jon's neatly folded clothes in the closet hidden behind a similarly matching door. 


He crossed to the phone and dialled the number for the reception desk. When it was answered, Richie said, 
"Suite One will be vacated within the hour." 


"Thank you, Sir," the faceless voice responded. "I will advise our Mistress." 


"Thank you," he replied and hung up. Richie turned just as Ashleigh came through the door from the bedroom 


wrapped in a towel, her hair falling in a damp waterfall over her naked shoulders. 


"| was just coming out to find those," Ashleigh said. "I'll take Dot and Jon's clothes into the bedroom and then 


Ill dress out here to give them some privacy." 


"Thanks, Babygirl," Richie said, noting the pleased smile and pretty blush that tinted her cheeks. He would have 
to remember that for the future, he thought as Ashleigh bounced back into the bedroom, appearing again and 


closing the door. 


Richie moved around the room, collecting his clothes and belongings, slipping the remote-controlled vibrator into 


a Ziploc bag on the top to sterilize later and placing the used Red Room flogger into the designated place for 


cleaning. He turned back just as Ashleigh was shimmering into her skirt, her top half still bare apart from her 
collar. Stepping up behind her as quietly as possible, he scooped her breasts into his hands and kneaded them. 


Ashleigh hummed and leaned back against him. "That feels nice," she said, "but if you continue doing that, we'll 
be putting on another show for those two." Ashleigh turned in his arms, sliding hers around his neck. "I'd much 
rather do that at home..should that be required." 

Sliding his hands down to cup her ass, Richie noticed the slight hitch in her breathing as he applied slight 
pressure on each cheek. "Sex, yes. No more play for this weekend though. You don't want old man Norris 


suspecting anything when he pinches this beautiful ass," Richie teased. 


"Ugh," Ashleigh grunted, something darker flitted over her face as she pushed from Richie's arms, reaching 
for her top. 


"Hey. was joking, Ashleigh," Richie said, placing his hand on her arm to still her. 

"I know," she said, her tone a little clipped, and continued to dress. 

"What's going on, darlin," he asked, pulling his clothes on quickly. "You've flipped on a dime." 
"| don't want to talk about it here, Rich, please?" she said. "It's too..ugly..to ruin today." 


Richie frowned and was about to protest when there was a knock at the door. A moment later it opened and 


Mistress Honey swept into the room. "Hello, King, darling," Honey purred. "I'm glad | caught you." 


Richie straightened his spine and Ashleigh immediately dropped gracefully to her knees. "Mistress," Richie said. 


"| am honoured and perplexed by your visit. Have | forgotten a meeting with you?" 

"No, dear," Honey replied, closing the door behind her. "I came to find out how your training session w-." 

"Hey, Rich?!" Jon emerged from the bedroom and crossed the room, not seeing the small woman as he studied 
his cuffs. "Can | just put these back on myself her-." He stopped when he noticed Honey standing in front of 
Richie. 


"Still the noisy one, | see," Mistress Honey said, her eyes flicking between both men. 


"Beastie," Richie growled and gave Jon the kneel and wait signals. Jon instantly did as he was instructed just as 


Dorothea emerged from the bedroom. 
"Oh! IFs you," Dorothea exclaimed. 


"So it seems," Honey replied, archly. 


"Mistress Honey, may | introduce you formally to Beastie's wife, Dorothea Bongiovi," Richie said, formally. "Dot, 


Mistress Honey is the owner of this establishment, head Dominatrix here..and my Mistress." 


"You always were Max's favourite sub, King, darling," Honey smiled fondly at Richie as she petted Beauty's face 
and hair in acknowledgement of good behaviour before turning her attention briefly to Jon 


"Beastie, you say," she addressed Richie again. "Have you regressed into toddlerhood with your Disney theme? 
Or is it the darker, French original by Gabrielle-Suzanne Barbot de Villeneuve that takes your fancy?" 


Richie chuckled and said, "My life seems very Disney-like some days, so let's go with that one." Honey graced 


him with an affectionate smile before moving to where Jon was still kneeling. 


Dorothea was standing beside her husband, watching the proceedings quietly as Honey stood in front of them 
both. "Your cuffs, Beastie," Honey commanded. "Show them to me." 


Jon flicked Richie a brief glance, licked his lips and held the cuffs up to offer them to the small woman before 
lowering his head respectfully. Richie's heart seemed to swell with pride at Jon's behaviour. 


"These are yours, King?!" Honey commented in surprise, recognising the bands of leather. "The ones that Max 


gave you." 


"Yes, Mistress," Richie said. "Max meant a great deal to me. The day he gave me those is a special memory 


for me. It made sense to me that | bind Jon as my submissive with them." 


Honey looked at the cuffs wistfully, rubbing her thumbs over the leather that had been softened by time. 


"Hmm," she hummed. "Present yourself, Beastie." 
Jon held his hands up wordlessly, raising his gaze to meet that of the red-haired woman, 


"Your bond with your Master is sacred," she said, placing one cuff around his wrist. "These were made 
specifically for King by my husband. They were given with love and respect between two consenting adults." 
Honey finished fastening the first cuff and moved on to the second. "Treasure them as your Master treasures 
you. Trust your Master and you will not go wrong, child" She finished speaking just as the second prong slid 


home into the hole. 
"Thank you, Mistress," Jon murmured and lowered his head again. 


Honey turned to Dorothea next. "| understand your trepidation, my dear," she said, "but do not allow your fear 
to hinder you from reaping the possible benefits. Allow King to show you a few small, bland things that will 

keep your submissive husband in line and happy in your marriage. Allow your husband to move freely between 
the marriage bed and his Master's bed and you will never have to worry about him straying, nor his love for 


you, agai n" 


Dorothea nodded her understanding, but stayed silent. 
"Walk me to the door, King," Honey said, holding her hand out to Richie, who took it. 


Honey stopped at the door and lowered her voice. "You wear your heart on your sleeve, King," she said, 


affectionately cupping his face. "Take care of it.and them. | can tell that you love them equally.” 
"Very much so," Richie avowed. 


"Therefore." Honey continued, "I give you permission to continue with your twin-set of subs." Richie smiled at 
the description. "| expect to see your Beastie's full membership application, medical and payment within the 
week. Also, don't forget to educate Mrs Bongiovi in a few smaller training sessions that won't hurt her or her 


husband." 


"Yes, Mistress," Richie said, knowing that Honey had just given him her blessing for their unusual situation. He 
raised both of Honey's hands to his mouth and kissed her knuckles with respect and affection. "| hope you 
didn't mind me using Max's cuffs?" 


"Not at all, sweet boy," Honey smiled. "He would be honoured, I'm sure." With a kiss on Richie's cheek and a 


final, "Take care, King," Mistress Honey left. 
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Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 

Two things that stood out of your lovely comments last week - firstly, how is Dot going to react/cope in the 
aftermath of their afternoon tryst and secondly, what happened with Ashleigh? 

Well, my lovelies..read on and find out. 

Love to you all and stay safe Y% 


J 


BIW..Epilogue is up next week 


Chapter Six 
Dot POV 


It was a little after 600 pm when the small group left the club. It was a strange feeling being thrust from 


the carnal decadence of the club back out into the stark reality of a New Jersey industrial area. 


They'd all walked out of the door to their cars, looking like two loved-up couples. Dot found it comforting, if 
slightly disconcerting, that Jon was being so tactile with her now following weeks of being rather standoffish. 
After a brief discussion, finally capitulating that he was still feeling the languid effects of the afternoon, he'd 


solicitously helped her into the driver's seat. 

After Jon settled into the passenger seat, Dot started the car and followed Richie's car from the car park 
toward his house. They drove in silence for a while, letting the radio fill the void until Dot felt Jon watching 
her. She glanced over to him and saw him curled tightly into the corner of the seat studying her pensively. 


"What are you thinking?" Dot ventured. 


Jon sighed. "Wondering what your next move will be," he said. "| can usually read you like a book but.not this 
time. | need to know..do | need to think about calling my lawyers?" 


"You know that wouldn't end well for either of us," Dot sighed. "Unless.unless you want that?" 


"Fuck.no!" Jon exclaimed, uncurling a little and reaching for her hand. "But | want you to talk to me. | do love 


you, you know." 


"But you love him more," she said simply. 


"Not more," Jon said emphatically. "Never more. Equally. Differently. Richie can give me..something that you 


can't. Or should | say, haven't?" 
"Really?!" she said, sarcasm dripping from her words. 


"That's not what | meant," Jon replied. He shifted in the seat in frustration. "| never expected to find out that 
he and | both still feel the same way as we did before we got married” 


"And | certainly didn't expect to find out that he was into the kink lifestyle.or that I'd even find it appealing. 
That was totally left field and completely out of the ballpark!” 


Dot glanced at her husband. 
"Then why?" she asked. 


This was the most they'd spoken since the night he stripped naked. She had been too distraught and distracted 
with finding out about the baby to be able to think clearly enough about her seemingly normal rockstar 
husband's want for the fetish life. 


"What made you want to explore that side of what Sambora does, too? Did he coerce you into it? Were you 
drunk? High?" She was trying to stay calm and reasonable but it was hard. 


"You know..." Jon replied quietly. "To be honest, | don't know why. And, no, | wasn't high and only a little drunk. | 
had full knowledge of what | was doing that night." 


Jon paused again, the crease between his eyes deepening even further. "Call it a perverse curiosity, maybe, 
after seeing what Rich was able to do with Ash. Or call it a compulsion to be closer in some way to Rich 
again.in any way possible. | can't. can't explain it any better than that, baby." 


"I can say though," he continued, "that the..the mental peace | experienced was..addictive. All the noise," he 
moved his hands around his head, "all the chaos that goes on up in here, constantly, becomes muffled..but 


clearer. And | know that doesn't make any sense whatsoever." 


"Do you." Dot started to say, swallowing down the trepidation that surrounded her next question "Do you 
want to be with him? More than me? More than the children?" One of her hands went, unconsciously, 


protectively over her belly. She was startled when Jon laid his warm hand over hers. 


"No, baby," Jon said, pleading softly. "I do love you and our children," he smiled quickly, “all three of them. But | 


also want to be with him too." 


Dot made a soft noise as she manoeuvred her way through the traffic, keeping Richie's car in her sights, even 


though she knew the way like the back of her hand. 


"Baby," Jon said. "I know you know I've strayed while I've been out on tour.just as | know that you're not 


completely innocent of the same thing.” 
Dot inhaled sharply in surprise but stayed silent, shooting Jon a terrified glance. 


"But its okay," Jon continued quickly. "Because, just like it gets lonely back here for you, it gets lonely out on 
the road too..so | get it. | get the need for companionship." 


Jon tucked her hair behind her ear, sighed and said, "Whichever way | put this, its gonna sound ugly and 
egotistical but.. hope you get the deeper meaning to it. You give me the stability | need, baby. Richie gives me 
the excitement /want..and you both give me the love | crave." 

"Great," Dot exclaimed. "You just described me as construction material. Thanks a bunch!" 

"That's not what | meant-." 


"What if / want to be the excitement in your life, Jon?!" Dot cried, hitting her hand against the steering wheel. 


Jon groaned in frustration, letting his hand fall to his lap, "I told you it wasn't going to sound right," he 


mumbled. 


The silence between them felt thick and impenetrable as they were making the final turns through the 
suburban streets from the highway. She dd understand what he was saying but it still hurt to find out that 


you weren't exciting enough for your husband anymore. But she understood 

The first time, her first fling as a married woman, was an accident. A big, horrible accident. Too much alcohol 
at a friend's party one night. She had been lonely while Jon was roaming the globe and this guy, Dot couldn't 
even remember what he looked like let alone his name, had paid her some very flattering attention He'd said all 
the right things at all the right times and Dot had felt less lonely..especially in his arms later that night. 

It had been.thrilling, dangerous and very.. sinfully arousing 

"Jon?" Dot said, after a few moments. 

"Hmm?" 

'Is.is this Truly what will make you happy?" she asked. "If.if lif | allow you a lover? If l," her stomach roiled, 


at the thought, lack of food or morning sickness, she wasn't sure but she had to swallow heavily against the 
feeling, "learn some..stuff?" She pulled into Richie's driveway and killed the engine. 


Dot's words hung expectantly in the air as she slowly pulled the key from the ignition. The release click of 
Jon's seatbelt was loud to her ears. He jumped out of the car and ran around to her door, wrenching it open 
and held his hand out to her. Dot released her seatbelt and took his hand, stepping out into the cool night air, 
only to be pushed against the car as Jon smashed his mouth against hers. 


Dot felt his fingers in her hair as he plundered her mouth with his tongue, oblivious to the other couple 
watching them with interest. The kind of kiss that had always made her toes curl since they were teenagers 
stealing kisses on their walk home after school. It left her head spinning and her breathless body as heated as 


it was earlier that afternoon. 


When Jon pulled away finally and Dot's eyes fluttered open, she was greeted with her husband's happy face. 
Richie started applauding as he stood with Ashleigh, waiting for them. 


"Baby," he said, his face alight with joy and his eyes sparkling in the moonlight. "You have made me the 


happiest man on earth right now. | promise..you won't regret this." 


~ Ke 


Sunday 
Ashleigh POV 


Ashleigh had been working Sunday to catch up on cases that she'd pushed aside to be with Richie on Friday 
and Saturday. Richie had dropped her off and had promised her that he'd be there as soon as she called to tell 


him she was done. 


| should have brought my car," she protested. "You know | would have come back to your place anyway. If | 


didn't have these cases going to trial soon, then | wouldn't even be going in" 


"Indulge me, Babygirl," he said, kissing her deeply and quelling any further arguments. "Call me if that dirty old 
fuck gives you any troubles, too." She made her promise and stepped out onto the pavement, watching Richie 
drive away before entering the building. 


Ashleigh unlocked the main door to the office, relocking it behind her and walked down the hushed hallways 
toward her office. Stowing her handbag beneath her desk, Ashleigh made her way into the staff kitchen to 
make a coffee, greeting the other few unlucky souls that were also working. Spending a few moments chatting, 


the small group eventually separated to finish what they were there to do. 


Ashleigh settled herself gingerly on her chair, still feeling the bruising from Friday night's activities, slipped her 
glasses on and opened the first file, thankful that she'd worn a cool dress rather than office attire. 


Ashleigh soon lost track of the time and became hungry. She checked her watch and found that it was almost 
8 pm, so started to finish the final few points in a brief. She could still hear people in the office, it wasn't 


uncommon for the office to be occupied on weekends, so she wasn't surprised to have her office phone buzz. 
However, she wasn't expecting Mr Norris, requesting her presence in his office, and she had a bad feeling 
about it all. Ashleigh packed everything away and had her bag ready to go, stopping to shoot Richie a quick 
message that she was finishing up soon. 

"You wanted to see me?" Ashleigh asked, knocking on the door. 

"Yes, dear. Close the door, please," he said, blatantly staring at her legs beneath the skirt of her dress. 


"l-I was just heading out, Mr Norris," she replied from the doorway. 


"You seem to be doing rather a lot of that recently." His gaze moved slowly upwards from her legs, stopping 
at her chest level. "I find myself wondering if you are truly committed to this line of work" 


"What do you mean?" she asked, his attention making her feel even more uncomfortable. 


"Well, now, Ms Weston. Short notice absence on Monday and then cancelling and rearranging all your 


appointments on Friday. It doesn't look good on your records." 


"All the work | missed on Monday was complete by Wednesday evening," Ashleigh stated more calmly than she 
felt. "| spent Thursday evening getting ahead and Im here today finishing off the last of Friday's tasks." 


"That's as may be," he raised his eyes to meet hers, "But it's still behaviour that needs to be addressed before 


it damages your reputation in the business. Now, come in here and close the door." 
"l-I have my ride coming soon," she said, hesitating again over shutting the door. 


"You don't need a car service. | have something more.. advancing of your career..that you can ride, m'dear," he 


said, walking over to the door, closing and locking it. 
"Um, Mr Norris..please," Ashleigh pleaded, "l-I don't feel comfortable with this-." 


"Then by all means,” he replied, "lets get you comfortable, shall we?" He advanced on Ashleigh, striking 
unexpectedly fast and locking his fingers around her wrist, dragging her further into the room. 


"Let me go!" Ashleigh cried, struggling to dislodge her arm from his grasp as his free hand delved into her 
dress, ripping at the flimsy material. "Nol Ashleigh exclaimed, struggling to keep herself from being touched. 


The old man held her with surprising strength against him as his hand squeezed her breasts painfully, his 


erection making itself known against her ass. 


"Come now, Ms Weston," his fetid breath ghosted across her cheek. "You looked very comfortable with 
your brothers the other day. I'm sure you let them fondle these luscious breasts." His fingers pinched her 
nipple viciously and his other hand was tugging at the top of her panties, trying to gain access between her 


legs. 


Ashleigh stomped down on Norris‘ foot with all her might and elbowed him in the stomach, giving her the 
window opportunity to escape to the door, grabbing her handbag from the floor where it fell. Quickly unlocking 
and wrenching the door open, Ashleigh fled from the office. 


"Ms Weston!" Norris called from the doorway, limping toward her, clutching his middle. "| would consider your 


career rather than walking out!" 


"You don't have the right to touch mel” Ashleigh screamed, clutching the bodice of her dress together as she 
ran back through the office, barely conscious of her colleagues emerging from their offices to see what the 


ruckus was about. 
"Consider yourself fired then, Ms Weston!" the senior partner roared after her. 


"Don't bother! | quit!" Ashleigh yelled back, throwing her office keys back at him. "And l'm also pressing 


charges, asshole!" 


It was then that it registered that Norris was advancing down the hallway toward her. "You little sluA | 


will destroy you in court if you dare to go to the police! It will be your word against mine!" 


Ashleigh scrambled at the main office door, trembling fingers failing to turn the lock on the first attempt. 
Ashleigh, her mind and heart both racing impossibly fast, was desperately looking for an escape to safety, 


especially since no one was coming to her rescue. 


She was pressing the elevator button furiously as hot, angry and embarrassed tears fell down her cheeks. 
"C'mon! C'mon!" she pleaded as the doors opened. Ashleigh jumped inside. It wasn't until the doors closed that 
Ashleigh allowed herself to process what had just happened. 


The worst thing was..it hadn't been the first time he had done something like that. Nor had she been the first 
employee that it had happened to. Previously, Ashleigh had been too afraid to do anything about it because of 


her job and the other female employees just suddenly disappeared in a swirl of rumour and innuendo. 
As the elevator disgorged her into the evening air, Ashleigh's phone rang. She searched for a place to hide in 
case Mr Norris came looking for her, but still be able to see the street. Fumbling in her purse, her fingers 


wrapped around her phone and pulled it out. 


"Hello?!" she answered, her voice shaky as she hastily ducked around a corner. 


"Hey, baby. I'm about ten minutes away. Will you be ready?" Richie's echoing voice came through the earpiece 


and Ashleigh couldn't hold back the sobs any longer. 
"Rich.hurry..please?!" she cried, shivering with shock 


“Ashleigh?! Shit! Babygirl, what happened?!" he asked. Ashleigh could hear the increase in engine volume through 
the phone, as Richie put his foot down hard on the gas. "I'll be there as soon as | can. Where are you?!" 


"lm.l'm..fuck.. don't know, | can't think," she replied She looked up at the buildings that seemed to be closing in 


on her. "Um. block, north, away from where you dropped me off." 
"Okay," Richie said. "Stay on the line, baby, so | know you're okay. l'm coming.” 


"Rich..." Ashleigh said, her panicked breathing starting to slow knowing that she was almost safe. "He..he 
tried..he tried to force me to-to..." 


"Motherfucker!" Richie yelled. "Il kill him!" 


"NO!" Ashleigh said. "He didn't get that far, Rich. He tried though. My-my dress.it's ripped. l-l think there were 


witnesses..when | ran from his office." 
"Give me a good reason why | can't fuckin’ kill him?!" 


"Just. just come get me, baby. | n-need you," Ashleigh said with a sob. "| want you to take me to the police, 


too. l'm pressing charges..and..and | quit." 


"Good!" Richie said. Ashleigh could hear the anger dripping from that one word. "I'm on the street but | can't 


see you." 

Ashleigh stepped out from her hiding place and saw Richie's car the same moment he saw her. 

"| got ya, Babygirl," Richie said. "You can hang up now." 

She saw him indicate and pull up beside her a moment or two later. Ashleigh burst into fresh tears when 
Richie jumped from the driver's seat and ran over to her. His arms went around her and Ashleigh finally felt 


sate again. 


"| gotcha, baby," he murmured against her hair. "Shh, you're safe now." Continuing to comfort her with words 


until her sobs started to subside, Richie tilted her head up with his fingers. "Are you okay, baby?" 


"Yeah." Ashleigh hiccuped, snuggling into him but wiping at the mess she'd made of his shirt. "lm sorry about 
your shirt. | don't usually do this kind of thing..crying and shit:" 


Its not every day that you get attacked in your office either," he replied, gently. "That's the shock kicking in" 
He scooped her up and deposited her in the passenger seat of his car. "Have you called the police?" Richie was 
sitting on his haunches, on the pavement in front of the open car door, his face a mask of concern as he 


looked at her. 


"No, not yet," Ashleigh said, scrubbing at her gritty eyes. "I just wanted to get out of there. | just.l just 
needed to be with you." Ashleigh's face crumbled as the tears threatened again 


"Shh, you're safe now, Ash-baby," Richie soothed her, taking her hands and kissing them when a chirp of a 


police siren and flashing lights drew up behind Richie's car. 


"Excuse me, Sir?" the officer that had stepped out of the passenger door, asked "Do you know you're parked 
illegally?!" 


Richie and Ashleigh both looked up to the police officer. "Guardian angels have arrived, baby," Richie said 
before standing to speak with the officer. "Officer, my girlfriend was just assaulted by her boss. | wasn't 


worried about where | was parking while she was still in danger." 


The officer, a kindly-looking older man, bent slightly to look in the car at Ashleigh as his partner had joined 


them after running Richie's plates. 
"Miss, is this correct?" the first officer asked, taking in Ashleigh's torn dress and state of distress. 


"Yes. I'm Ashleigh Weston and | work for the law firm Norris and Associates in that building," Ashleigh pointed 
to her office block. "The senior partner, Mr William Norris, tried to sexually assault me in his office a little 


over thirty minutes ago." 


Over two hours later, and with detectives called in to investigate, Ashleigh watched William Norris being led out 
of the building in handcuffs and deposited into the police cruiser after several witnesses came forward in the 


initial questioning. 


Ashleigh had advised that she hadn't been raped, insisting that she didn't want to go to the hospital when 
instructed to by the lead detective. So, as a compromise, Richie had organised with his physician to meet them 


at his place to check Ashleigh over and to document any evidence of the assault. 


Ashleigh was curled up on the couch in Richie's living room as he was closing the door after the doctor had 
left. He returned to her side and sat down, leaning in for a kiss. Brushing a strand of hair from her eyes, 
Richie asked, "How are you feeling, baby? Can | get you anything? I've got something that'll help you sleep if 


you want it" 


"lm fine," Ashleigh said, snuggling into his side. "I've got all | need right here. l'm just.l'm just tired, | think. It 


wasn't how | was expecting my day to go, you know?! He never comes in on Sundays." 


"So why do you think he did today?" Richie asked, stroking her hair. 


"I dunno," Ashleigh shrugged. "I've been trying to think but.all | get is the feeling of his hands over me." She 
shuddered. 


"Hmm," Richie hummed. They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, each lost in their thoughts. Ashleigh's 


phone started chirping, breaking the quiet and she started to reach for it but Richie grabbed it first. 
“Ashleigh Weston's phone." Ashleigh rolled her eyes at Richie as he tried to keep the phone from her. 
"Oh!" a deep male voice responded. "I wanted to speak to Ashleigh if she's available?" 

"Who is this?" Richie asked. 

"Geoff Ambrose,” the voice responded. "And you are?" 

"Her boyfriend" Ashleigh was making gimme hand movements to him which he ignored very successfully. 
"Well.er.Mr..2" Geoff hesitated. 

"Sambora," Richie filled in. 

"Mr Sambora, may | speak with Ashleigh, please?" 


‘One moment while | see if she's available to speak with you," Richie said before turning his attention back to 


her. "Do you want to speak to someone named Geoff Ambrose?" 


"Yes, please!" she said, a little sharper than she had intended. "He's one of the good guys at work, baby. If he's 


ringing, I'll always answer." 
ging Y 


Richie raised an eyebrow at her but handed the phone over. Ashleigh took it and rose from the couch. "Geoff? 
Its Ash" 


‘lm sorry to call you so late," he said. "I've just come from an emergency meeting with all the partners after 


William was charged and arraigned into custody tonight." 


"A partner meeting without me?" she frowned. "If you're planning on firing me, you're too late. Ive already quit. 


l-I can't go back Geoff! It's gone on too long with too many of us." 


"I know," he replied with a heavy sigh. "Until today, William had always been very careful to cover his tracks. 
With no solid evidence or reliable eyewitness reports, there was nothing any of us could do about our 


suspicions and with him being the founding partner, our hands have been tied." 


"You knew?! For how long?!" Ashleigh exclaimed in shock. 

"For too long, l'm afraid,” Geoff replied sadly. "The few that dared to threaten legal action were handed a 
sizable cheque to keep their silence and told to disappear. Things are still being found that William had hushed 
up and quite successfully." 

‘Oh my..." Ashleigh said, sitting back down. "There were rumours..." She let her sentence fall away. 

"Your resignation, should you decide to continue with it, will be accepted," Geoff continued. "With full benefits 
upon receipt of written confirmation. We'll be sorry to see you leave the firm and | will be sorry to see my 
friend leave..but its understandable if you don't want to continue." 

"l-I can't, Geoff," she replied, dropping her head into her hand, smiling at Richie when he soothed his hand over 
her back. "My..my priorities have changed recently, too. My career, whilst still very important to me.isn't the 
be-all and end-all that | thought it was." 

"This new boyfriend.he's the one, huh?" Geoff asked, affection tinting his words. 

"Yeah. think so," she said softly. 


Geoff had been Ashleigh's friend and mentor from the first day that she joined the firm and, with his help and 
guidance, she quickly rose through the ranks to partner. 


‘Sambora, huh? Not a very common name around here. Sounds like that guy from that band you like. Don't 


suppose he plays the guitar, does he?" 


Ashleigh smiled at Richie as she spoke to Geoff. "Yes..actually, he does," she said, linking her fingers with his. 
"And, yeah.he's that guy from that rock band | like. I'll have to introduce you one day." 


"Well, well.'m not gonna ask how you met him," Geoff said. "But as long as he makes you happy, Ash, then l'm 


sure l'm going to like him." 
"Very happy, Geoff, thanks," she replied. "Geoff, I'm getting tired ls there anything else?" 


"Well, just that you'll need to hand in your official letter of resignation and tidy up the last of your files for 


handover before you leave if thats what you're choosing to do?" 
"That's what l'm choosing," she replied. "I can be in the office tomorrow..or should that be today?" 
"Take Monday off to recoup. Tuesday will be fine," Geoff said. "Also, Ashleigh..," he continued. "If it will make 


you feel more comfortable, I'll have Sandra stay with you for as long as you're in the office. | know she has a 


soft spot for you as much as | do." 


Ashleigh drew in a shudder y breath, suddenly weary and emotional again, knowing that she was leaving a very 
important part of her adult life behind. "Thanks, Geoff. I'd appreciate that. Il-l'll see you later. G'night” She 
pressed the disconnect button and placed the phone on the coffee table. 


"| guess. guess that's it. l'm technically unemployed," she said with a sigh. "I just have to go in on Tuesday to 
do a handover of files and hand in my letter of resignation" 


"Then you can fly out on Wednesday," Richie said, matter-of-factly. "I'll get Denise to book a flight for you and 


arrange transport." 


"Slow down, baby," Ashleigh chuckled. "I still have to meet Dorothea for lunch this week too, don't forget. Can 


you give me a week to finalise things here? Maybe send out some feelers for work etc?" 


"One week!" Richie said, holding up his finger. "There will be plenty of time for job-hunting when we get back.if 
that's what you truly want to do." 


"| need to work, Rich," she replied. "I'm not going to take advantage of you, baby." 
Richie pouted. "Well, that's no fun," he said. "I like the sound of you taking advantage of me." 


Ashleigh giggled. "| meant financially, silly." She shifted so that she was straddling his lap and wrapped her arms 
around his neck. "Just try and stop me from taking advantage of this fine body of yours," she said, rocking her 
hip enticingly over his and smirking wickedly when she felt his interest growing. "Now thats more like it," she 


purred. 


Richie groaned, holding her still for a moment as he searched her face. "Are you sure, Babygirl? Coz | don't 
wanna start anything if it's gonna trigger you." 


"Oh I'm sure," she replied, dipping her head and taking his bottom lip between her teeth. "I'm very..very surel" 


‘lm being serious, Ashleigh," Richie said, holding her firmly. "When | thought that something had happened to 
you today. felt my world drop out from beneath me. So forgive me if I'm gonna fuss and worry about you 


for a while..especially while I'm out on the road without you." 
"m not.." Ashleigh started but was silenced when Richie placed a finger against her lips. 


"| don't know what | would have done if anything worse had happened. You've become so very important to 
me..and l'm not gonna deny that I've been thinking about a future together." He slowly and deliberately shifted 


his hand to rest over her lower belly in an unspoken explanation. 


Ashleigh drew in a shuddery breath, letting the significance of his words and action hit home, as she placed 
her hand over his. "I love you, Rich," she said, softly, hoping to convey the truth about how much he had 


changed her life in such a short time. 


"I love you too, Ashleigh." 
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Tuesday morning 

Jon POV 

"Where's my goodbye cuddles?!" Jon yelled through the house. "Uncle Mookie's on his way!" 

"Uncle Mookie!" Stephie and Jesse exclaimed from different parts of the house before the sound of running 
footsteps could be heard heading his way. Jon knelt with his arms spread, ready to be on the receiving end of 
his children's affections. 

He heard his wife's chuckles from the doorway, though, when they ran straight past him to the front door. 
"What magic does Sambora have over this family?!" Dot commented as she stepped in front of him. "Here's 
one baby you can say goodbye to, Daddy." 

Jon smiled up at her before resting his cheek against her belly. "Goodbye, litle one. Daddy's gonna miss seeing 
your Mama grow you. You'll be so big when | get back." He kissed the slight bump as Dot carded her fingers 
through his hair lovingly. 

"You'll be gone for less than two months," Dot pointed out. "He's not going to grow that quickly.” 


"He?!" Jon asked, standing up and drawing her into his arms. "I was kinda hoping for another little girl" 


"That would be nice, too," Dot smiled, sliding her arms around his shoulders. "Guess we'll just have to wait and 


see, right?!" 


"Right! So no peeking at any ultrasound stuff until | get back," Jon grinned, nuzzling his nose against hers. He 
dipped his head, capturing her lips for a tender kiss. "Love you, baby," he murmured. 


"Love you, too, Jonny." 


"Stephie? Jesse? Come say goodbye to Daddy properly," Dot called over his shoulder, slipping from his grasp as 
their children took her place. 


"Bye, Daddy," Stephie said, tears starting to pool in her matching blue eyes. "We'll miss you!" 


"When will you be home, Daddy?" Jesse asked, sliding his little arms around Jon's legs. 


"About six or seven weeks, Big Man," he replied, squatting down again, resting one knee on the ground. "Mama's 
got it marked on the calendar so you can mark off each day that | get closer to coming home." He brushed 
the tears from Stephie's cheek. "I want you both to behave for Mama.especially if she's not feeling good. 
Okay?!" He glanced up to see Dot smiling down at him. "I love you! And | love you!" he said, kissing them both on 
the cheeks before squeezing them tightly against him. 


They all turned at the sound of tyres crunching on the gravel driveway outside the front door, which had 
been left open by the children 


"Uncle Mookie!" the kids exclaimed and took off outside and waited beside the car. 

"| guess this is it?!" Dot said rhetorically, stepping back in front of Jon again. 

He wrapped his arms around her legs, pulling her close again to breathe in her scent, committing it to memory. 
Since their session at The Red Room and their dinner at Richie's afterwards, Jon had been in an almost 
perpetual state of happiness, which never happened before in the lead-up to going back out on the road. 

Much to his surprise, Dot had agreed to both allow him access to Richie and learn some useful tools from 
them when they got home again. Just some simple exercises in control that would help to satisfy his 
submissive need. 


"IIl call you when we land," Jon said. "And every day before the kids’ bedtime-" 


"Well, well, well," Richie's voice came from the doorway, his arms full of Bongiovi off-spring. "Started training 


him already, Dottie?" Richie chuckled, placing Steph and Jesse on their feet. 


"Hahal" Jon replied sarcastically, rising from his knees. "C'mon, kids, help me take my stuff to the car so | can 


pack you too and take you with me." 
"Alright!" Jesse cheered, and, with his father's help, took the largest bag by one handle and struggled out the 
door. Stephanie followed closely behind with Jon's go-bag. Richie held out his hand for Dot, escorting her 


outside. 


"Ashleigh!" Jon said, startled to see her standing beside Richie's own car. The plan had been for the two of 


them to share a car service. 
"Surprise!" she replied. "Hi, Dot" 

"Daddy?! Who's that?" Jesse asked, tugging at Jon's hand. Both kids were looking curiously at the newcomer. 
Jon bent down to their level and said, "That is Uncle Mookie's girlfriend. Her name is Ashleigh and you have to 


be nice because we want her to stick around, okay?!" He straightened up and, as Richie moved to Ashleigh's 


side, Stephanie walked over to them. 


"Hello, Ashleigh,” she said, holding out her hand. "I'm Stephanie and don't tell Uncle Tico or Uncle David but Uncle 


Mookie is my favourite." 


Ashleigh grinned and shook Stephanie's hand then mimed a zip across her mouth, saying, "He's my favourite 


too. Your secret is safe with me, Stephanie. It's a pleasure to meet you." 
"Hi, ‘Shleigh," Jesse ventured shyly, from Jon's arms after asking to be picked up. 
"Hi, Jesse," Ashleigh smiled back. 


The adults waited until the exchange was over before resuming their conversation. "So what brings you here 


this morning?" Jon asked, with a warm smile. "You're not on the manifest.” 


“Ashleigh is taking my car for the day after dropping us at the airport," Richie offered. "Then heading into the 
office for the day." 


Something flitted across Richie's face, his jaw clenching, but Jon couldn't pinpoint what it was at the moment. 
He would have asked, but before he could open his mouth Richie held up his hand and, crossing his fingers, 
gave Jon the ‘Silence until / say you can speak ' hand signal. 


Somewhat surprised, Jon inclined his head slightly indicating that he understood his Master's instruction, and 
raised a questioning eyebrow. Richie visibly relaxed a little and mouthed ‘Later ' before deliberately turning his 
attention back to Ashleigh. 


He would bide his time, Jon decided, figuring Richie would tell him when he wanted to. If not he would simply 


ask him once they were safely in the air and Richie couldn't escape. 
"Well then," Jon said. "We should get going." 


Jon covered Jesse and Stephanie in kisses and cuddles before moving to Dorothea He placed his hand over her 
belly and smiled. "Take care of this one, Mama. | love you." Jon kissed her tenderly and brushed away the tears 
that had started. "Two months! I'll see you in less than two months." 


"Two months," she repeated. Dot looked over his shoulder to Richie and said, "I'm trusting him to you. Look 


after him, you hear me?!" 


"| promise!" Richie said. He stepped over to Dot, drawing her away from Jon momentarily and kissed her on the 
cheek. "Otherwise you can take one of my own paddles to my ass," he whispered with a waggle of his 


eyebrows. "Take care, Mama." 


"Dot," Ashleigh called from the passenger side of the car. "I'll be in touch later today about that lunch date 
this week." 


"And l'Il try not to throw it all up this time," Dot chuckled. "I'm looking forward to it actually." 


"Me too!" Ashleigh smiled, waved and got into the car, as did Richie. 


Jon climbed into the backseat and took a final look through the window at his family, his home, his heart, 


before Richie put his foot on the accelerator and turned the car away. 


For once his heart and his mind were at peace as he left for yet another leg of another tour. 
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Epilogue 
Author's Notes: 


Well, this is the end, my friends.. 


Thank you for bearing with me and coming along for the ride on this one but it's time to put the kink to bed 
for a little while (no pun intended). 


You'll be happy to know that my SN boys are tapping their feet impatiently, looking for a way back into my 
head and are already showering me with ideas..but after | wrap up the Wrapped series..lol. 


Anyway, thank you again. Love to you all and stay safe! 
J 


Oh and a SUPER HUGE thanks goes, as always, to @Esayel for keeping me on track and on time. | can't do this 
without her help even though she doesn't like the attention | drop on her.like now OOY yvy 


Three Years Later - September 2004 
Bongiovi Home 
Richie POV 


Richie was nervous. More nervous than before any stadium show they'd ever played. The item in his pocket, 
although small enough to go unnoticed, felt heavy with the import of its significance. 


In preparation and celebration of the upcoming new tour leg, Jon and Dorothea were hosting a small gathering 
between the band of brothers; brothers that he'd wished he'd had growing up. He couldn't think of a more 


perfect setting for what he was planning. 


Richie was standing inside Jon's kitchen watching Ashleigh play with the children out on the lawn. She had 
melted into the overall Jovi family, both personally and band-wise, seamlessly and everyone seemed to love 


being around her. Especially Jon's children 


Ashleigh was Jacob's firm favourite as his little legs toddled after her whenever she was around, happy to be 
scooped up, tickled and cuddled. 


Stephanie had accepted Ashleigh readily because of her love for her favourite uncle and someone other than 


her Mom to have pre-teen girly conversations with about clothes, makeup and boys. 


Jesse had kept his promise to his dad about being nice to Uncle Mookie's girlfriend, but recently, Richie had 
noticed the boy staring after Ashleigh when he thought he wasn't being watched, the spectre of puberty 


looming in the middle distance. 


Richie's and Ashleigh's relationship had become rock-solid It helped that Ashleigh was level headed, as smart 
as a whip and could match him in everything; physically, emotionally and most definitely, sexually. 


It had taken less than a year for Ashleigh to move in with Richie, vacating her little home and placing it up for 
rent temporarily. Ashleigh didn't feel like she could sell the home she'd worked so hard to be able to afford, 
just yet. 


Following the assault, Ashleigh had resigned from Norris and Associates as planned. Much to Richie's relief, her 
final day had proved somewhat stressful but in the end, uneventful, in direct contrast to his own. 


Predictably, Jon had restrained his curiosity for exactly as long as it took to get airborne, but then he'd 
cornered Richie and demanded an explanation. It had taken all the dominance that Master Richie could muster 
to prevent his enraged friend from turning their private jet around. When Ashleigh had flown out to join the 


band a week later he was not the only man very relieved to see her arrive safe and sound. 


The subsequent sexual assault trial proved to be relatively brief since, after several witnesses stepped 
forward and three further complainants were found, Norris had accepted the inevitable outcome and entered a 
guilty plea. The damages payout was substantial and had allowed Ashleigh to take the luxury of a few months 


off to regroup and consider her future options. 
Free from the requirement to work, Ashleigh had chosen to travel with Richie and the band for a while. 


After complaining about being a financial burden and confessing to being a little bored, it was the management 
team that approached Ashleigh with a job offer as an on-location consultant to their legal team. Even though 
her specialty was criminal law, Ashleigh jumped at the chance and quickly immersed herself in studying 
entertainment and business law. 


Richie had thought he'd been in love with women before but in comparison to what he felt for Ashleigh, it 


paled into insignificance. 


She was strong and fierce, highly independent and yet, fun, quirky, soft and loveable. Those that took her for 
an empty-headed groupie only did that once before she cut them down at the knees with her wit and intellect, 


leaving them staring in shock after she walked away with a swagger in her step. 


It didn't diminish his love for Jon, though. Not in any way. He counted himself an extremely lucky man that had 


managed to find two soulmates within one lifetime. 


But Jon had his family that needed to come first. Especially now that it had grown yet again with Romeo Jon 
being born in March of this year. Like Jacob, Romeo had been unplanned but circumstances surrounding his 
conception were a lot less harrowing. During the latter stages of her pregnancy, Dot insisted on Jon visiting 


the fertility clinic for, in Jon's words, spaying lke a street tomcat . 


Dorothea had surprised Richie with how much she ultimately allowed Jon to play with him when he needed it. 
Before falling pregnant again, she'd occasionally agreed to accompany them to the Sanctuary and The Red 
Room. Jon had full membership of the latter now and that included one approved guest, Dot. 


Mistress Honey had conducted Jon's entrance interview, both with and without Master Richie in attendance and 


was satisfied with the arrangement, granting Jon's entry and approval of the threesome's unusual relationship. 


Although Dot had become more adventurous, and nowadays she could appreciate their harder kink play, she 


still preferred to stay clear, instead, joining the multiple-partnered sex between the four after a scene. 


She confessed to Richie one day that she had never seen Jon as happy as he was, which had filtered into their 


professional life too. 


Sure, the infamous stink-eye still happened when something went wrong or was not to Jon's inner 
perfectionist's liking on tour, but the complete dictatorial regime that Jon had previously wielded had been 


subverted into a calmer leadership. 


All it took these days to ensure this, was a certain look or quiet word from Master Richie if they were in a 
public place, and subsequent punishments dealt out later in the privacy of Richie's suite. 


Richie had been extremely careful about the severity of Jon's punishments whilst on tour, making sure that 
bruises, rope marks or strike injuries were not visible to the road crew or general public. There had been 
many a time, however, that Master Richie had required his misbehaving sub to wear an anal plug during 


shows and even a discrete cock cage on occasion 


David's curiosity had dissipated once everything was out in the open between the four of them. The rift that 
had threatened their friendship had healed, however, it didn't stop the good-natured, loving jibes offered in the 
privacy of their friendship. 


Tico, forever pragmatic, would threaten David with the pressure-point hold if he even looked as though he was 
tempted to say anything whilst around anyone else. Tico enjoyed having Ashleigh around also when they toured, 
and Richie would often find them immersed in deep conversations. 


Richie reached into his pocket and drew out the small jeweller's box, rubbing his thumb over the red velvet, 
smiling as he watched Ashleigh being chased by the children He didn't hear Jon come into the room behind him 


until he felt Jon's chin drop onto his shoulder and his arms slide around his waist from behind. 


"Hey..thought you got lost," Jon said, dropping a kiss to Richie's cheek. Everyone had become more comfortable 
with the obvious displays of affection between the two men when they were in safe company. 


"Nope. just..takin' a moment," Richie replied, resting his head against Jon's as they both watched the game on 
the lawn. They both chuckled when Jacob tried to imitate his brother, sister and Ashleigh doing cartwheels. 


"You got some competition on your hands, Mookie. | swear my boys are in love with Ash," Jon commented and 


Richie felt something deep within him stir before he shook himself mentally. 
Man, you can't be jealous of a two-year-old and a nine-year-old, ya dumb fuck! 


Richie released an amused huff and held out the box without saying a word, sliding Jon a glance when he 
gasped softly. 


Jon took the box from Richie's fingers and popped the lid open. Whistling through his teeth, Jon looked at the 
ring. "| fuckin’ knew it," he exclaimed before wrapping Richie into his arms again. "I'm so fuckin’ happy for you, 
Mookie," he said, gruffly. Jon pulled back and Richie could see the tears in Jon's eyes for him. 

"She hasn't said yes, yet," Richie said, inhaling nervously as Jon handed the ring box back to him. 


"She willl" Jon replied, confidently, his smile splitting his face. "When are you going to do it? Can | do anything?" 


‘Just.just catch me if | fall?!" Richie said, solemnly. "I don't wanna fuck this up, Jonny. Ashleigh means as much 


to me as you do. | let you get away.|'m not gonna make the same mistake with her." 

Jon kissed Richie, calming him, before saying, "| never went far, though.| always loved you. Always will" Jon 
cupped Richie's face, tenderly brushing his thumb over his bottom lip. "I got your back, baby. Want me to get 
rid of the kids for a bit?" 


"Nah," Richie said with a nervous smile. "Just.carry on as though you don't know anything about this, okay?!" 


Jon held up the wrap for Dot that she'd sent him inside for and said, "Go get your woman, Mookie. 


Remember. love you." 
"Love you too, Jonny," Richie smiled. "Always..no matter what." He winked at Jon who smiled in return and left 
through the patio doors, situating himself so that he could see the lawn area but still join in on the 


conversation. 


Dorothea and Alejandra were both nursing their infant sons as they chatted, 


Tico had married for the third time and had settled into fatherhood with the quiet ease that he brought with 
everything he did, including painting in his spare time. 


David had recently divorced and was living the life of a carefree bachelor since his children were mainly with 
their mother, April. It had been an intense romance, resulting in twins, Colton and Gabrielle, then the arrival of 
Tyger Lily happened before the demise of the relationship. David loved his children unconditionally and spent 
every moment he could with them but it just hadn't worked out with April, who couldn't reconcile family life 
with David's life on the road. 


Now it was his turn to take a shot at a successful, happy marriage. He loved Ashleigh with everything he had 


and was excited to see their future together unfold over many, many years. 
Richie gave it a few moments before stepping outside. 


He walked past Jon and clapped him on the shoulder as he made his way over to where Ashleigh and the kids 
were tumbling in the grass, the sound of their laughter floating on the evening air. 


"Uncle Mookie!" Stephanie yelled, launching herself at him. "Are you gonna play with us too?" 


"Not right now, Princess," he smiled, kissing the top of Stephanie's head. "I got something real important to do 
first." He knew Ashleigh was watching him. "Can you do me a favour, Steph?" 


"Sure!" 
"Can you keep your brothers occupied for a couple of minutes?" 


Stephanie looked up at her uncle, her expression so much like her father’s when she looked at him 


questioningly. "Okay." 
"Thanks, Princess," he smiled before stepping over to where Ashleigh and the boys were. 


"The cavalry has arrived," he said, taking Jacob from Ashleigh's arms. "Sorry, little dude, she's mine for a 
short while." He kissed Jacob's cheek, tickling him to distract him before handing him to his sister. 


“Thank god for that," Ashleigh said, falling into Richie's arms. "I'm exhausted. | must look like a mess too!" 
Richie shook his head. Ashleigh's beauty shone from beneath the damp, play-mussed hair, taking on an almost 
ethereal quality. "Nope. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever laid my eyes on," he murmured, tilting her 


face up to his before kissing her deeply. 


"Awww..thank you baby, but | think you're a little biased," she smiled, wrapping her arms around him. 


"Ashleigh..." he said, nervous but never more sure of something in his life. "Do you realise how much you 


mean to me? How much you've changed my life?" 


"I think you've changed mine just as much, Rich," she replied, snuggling up to him as Richie guided them to the 
edge of the riverbank to watch the sun go down. "Big, significant changes..and | have a feeling that there's a 


whole lot more to come. l-I need to talk to yr 


"l'm supposed to be a fucking songwriter..." he huffed, when he struggled to find the right words, not even 


acknowledging her request as his mind was a jumble of words and phrases. 


"You're never usually stuck for words," she chuckled. "Do | need to tickle them out as | do with Jacob?" Her 


nimble fingers danced over his sides until Richie clasped her wrists gently in her hands. 


"Baby." he said, kissing her fingers and watching the amused confusion skitter over her face. "I love you in 


more ways than | could ever find the words to tell you..and l-I can't imagine my life without you in it" 


"What's going on, Rich? What's got you so sappy today.hmm?" She turned her face up to his, the rays of the 
waning sunbathed her face and hair in a golden glow. "Rich, | got something-," she started to say before Richie 


pressed his finger over her mouth. 
Dropping slowly to his knee, Richie pulled out the jeweller's box from his pocket. 


"My Beauty..my love..my life," he continued, popping the small catch on the box open and letting the amber 
rays of the sun be captured in the facets of the magnificent diamond engagement ring. 


"You came into my life unexpectedly but when | needed you the most and took my body, my heart and my 
soul," Richie said. His heart was thumping as loud as Tico's bass drum, against his rib cage. "Ashleigh 


Weston..will you do me the honour of marrying me and taking my name too?" 


Seconds seem to drag into eternity as surprise and shock as Ashleigh gasped, clutching her hands over her 
mouth. "Oh..Richie..," she started to say before her eyes rolled backward and her legs gave out beneath her. 


"Fuck!" Richie said, snapping the lid closed and letting the box drop to the grass, just managing to catch 
Ashleigh before she hit the ground. "Ashleigh?! Baby..?!" he held her close, taking small comfort at the feel of 
her breath steady against his face. "C'mon, Babygirl.wake up for me," he pleaded. 


"Stephie!" Jon bellowed, keeping a close eye on what was happening out on the lawn, rushing over from the 


patio area, followed quickly by Tico and David, as Richie caught Ashleigh. "Get Daddy's phone, baby." 
"Okay, Daddy," she said, hurrying off. 


Dot gathered the two boys to her side, the two mothers made their way over a little slower since Dot had a 


sleeping Romeo in her arms. 


Stephanie raced back and handed Jon his phone, just as Ashleigh started to come around, groaning, her hand 


moving unconsciously, protectively, over her belly. 
Tico, who had grabbed a bottle of water, uncapped it and handed it to Ashleigh. "Drink slowly, cariño," he said. 


"Wha-what happened..?" she asked, looking around at everyone as Tico guided her hand upward, encouraging her 


to drink. 

"| proposed then you fainted," Richie said, relieved tears prickling at the back of his eyes. 

"Wait! What?!" David yelped. 

Ashleigh sat up suddenly, splashing water over everyone when she squeezed the bottle too hard. Ashleigh 
turned to Richie, "You proposed!" she exclaimed. "It..it was real, right?! That rock? That..that was a real-ass 
diamond?!" 

"Kind of a dramatic way to get out of saying yes, though..." Jon chuckled, relieved now that Ashleigh had woken 
up again without any loss of her faculties. "| thought | was supposed to catch you, Mookie. Not you catching 
the girl." 

Richie slid Jon an affectionate, quick eye roll. "| hope | already caught her." 

"Show me again?" Ashleigh asked, her eyes wide open now. 

"Nah-huh," Richie said. "Not until you say yes, Babygirl" Truthfully, he'd dropped the box on the ground to 
catch her. Ashleigh was more important than some silly piece of sparkly rock.even if the whole set cost him 
almost as much as one of his houses. 

"Yesll" Ashleigh exclaimed, launching herself at Richie making them both tumble to the ground. Richie fumbled 
around in the grass, his fingers closing around the small box, as Ashleigh said, "Yes! A thousand times, yes," 
punctuating each word with a kiss. 


"Gross!" Jesse mumbled, bored now that the drama was over. 


"Ya jealous, kid?" Richie joked affectionately, righting himself and Ashleigh into a sitting position, settling her 
between his legs. 


"Don't worry, Jess," his father said as Jacob climbed over his back. "One day it won't be so gross and you'll be 
chasing the girls around wanting them to kiss you!" 


"Ewww." Both Stephanie and Jesse both screwed up their noses at their father, making the adults laugh. 


Richie opened the box again and withdrew the spectacular solitaire set in a band of diamonds. "Don't faint on 


me again, huh?" he murmured, reaching for Ashleigh's left hand and sliding the ring onto her trembling finger. 
Richie exhaled heavily once the ring was settled on Ashleigh's hand. He tenderly rubbed his thumb over her 
knuckles and kissed them before releasing her. He couldn't wait to see the matching wedding band and eternity 
ring on either side of that one. 

Over the past couple of years, Richie had sourced out diamonds from all over the globe where he and Ashleigh 
had travelled together, having them securely couriered to his jeweller for safe-keeping until there was enough 


for the set Richie had designed. 


‘Oh my!" she said, admiring the gem-encrusted ring that now adorned her hand. "No promises about the 


fainting, baby. This is.stunning! But way too much, Rich!" 
"Let me worry about if it's too much or not," he replied. "Do you like it though?" 


"I love it!" Ashleigh breathed, barely able to tear her eyes from her hand. "And | love you, Rich. So much. l-l 


can't even begin to describe what l'm feeling right now." 


"| love you, too," he murmured, touching his lips to hers again, expecting Jesse and Stephanie to protest again 


but it was Ashleigh that pulled away, gagging. 


"Well, that's a first..you're normally gagging for my kisses," Richie said, frowning at Ashleigh. "Are you sure 


you're okay? 

‘lm sorry.! guess I'm not feeling that great," she replied. Dorothea cocked her head in consideration but didn't 
say anything. "You know..what with playing around on the grass, the surprise proposal and all. Maybe | drank a 
little too much..who knows?!" 


"You didn't drink any wine," Dot commented. 


"Well, it can't have been my cooking," Jon protested as he was wrestled into a supine position by his children 
who were getting bored with the adults talking and kissing. "No one else is sick." 


"Maybe you need to go see the doctor, baby?" Richie suggested. "You were a little green the other day too." 
"Ive.l've been to see him," Ashleigh said as her face took on a softness. 
"Oh?! You did?" Richie exclaimed. "Is..is everything okay?" 


He frowned, suddenly became concerned that it was something serious if it meant secrecy surrounding a 


doctor's appointment. 


"I think | know," Dorothea said, raising a questioning eyebrow at the other woman. 
Richie noticed the silent exchange between the two women but couldn't figure out what it was all about. 
Ashleigh smiled and gave an imperceptible nod. Dot, who was still standing, stepped sure-footed as a gazelle, 


over her wrestling family and placed the sleeping baby in Ashleigh's arms. 


"Congratulations," Dorothea whispered in Ashleigh's ear, kissing her on the cheek, before moving to Jon's side 


and settling on the grass with everyone. 


Now Richie was even more confused than ever. What did Ashleigh's mysterious illness have to do with Romeo? 


Time seemed to stand still, yet again, for Richie as Ashleigh turned her apple-green eyes his way. 


Suddenly, as though time was being held back by a thin veil that had just been torn asunder, the dawning 


realisation of what was happening hit him like a tidal wave. 


"A-are you..?! Are we..?l" he stammered over his words as happy tears gathered in his eyes, matching the 


ones that were spilling from hers. 


Ashleigh nodded, biting her bottom lip and wiping at the tears on her face. "Hello, Papa," she whispered 
hoarsely. 


Papa?! 

A BABY?! 

Ashleigh..pregnant..she was going to be a mother?! 

Wait! 

He was going to be a father! 

Holy fuckin’ shit! 

His lungs felt too big for his chest, his heart thumped painfully against them as images of his beautiful bride- 
to-be ripe with his child, then holding a baby in her arms after labouring hard in its delivery, flashed across 
his mind's eye. 


"H-how?! When?" He had so many questions but so few words or functioning brain cells to put those words 


Together to form any coherent sentences. 


"Well, the how , | think you can work out easily enough," she grinned, playfully. "The when was the trip to 


Hawaii. So about eight weeks ago." 


He dropped his head to Ashleigh's shoulder and openly wept in happiness. His heart had never been so full as it 
was right now, surrounded by the people he loved the most. 


"Hear that?" Jon asked, wiping at his eyes also. 
"Hear what?!" Dot replied, snuggling into Jon and keeping her voice low. "| don't hear anything." 


"You don't hear millions of womens’ and some mens’ hearts breaking?" Jon replied, leaning against his wife. "The 


Bon Jovi King of Swing is officially off the market." 
"Well and truly off the market," Ashleigh said. 


David squatted down on his haunches between Jon and Richie and threw his arms over their shoulders. "Finally! 


| don't have to compete with you two knuckleheads for all the chicks after the shows," he exclaimed. 


~~ THE END*~~ 


